ABRAHAM 
LINCOLN 

IN  HEAVEN 

CARLHOLLIDAY 


LINCOLN  ROOM 

UNIVERSITY  OF  ILLINOIS 
LIBRARY 


the  Class  of  1901 


founded  by 

HARLAN  HOYT  HORNER 

and 

HENRIETTA  CALHOUN  HORNER 


ABRAHAM  LINCOLN 
IN  HEAVEN 


Abraham  Lincoln 
in  Heaven 


CARL  HOLLIDAY 

Author  of  The  Cotton  Picker  and  Other  Poems? 

Old  "Pr\of"  Dickson  and  Other  Poems,  Three 

Centuries    of    Southern    Poetry ,    The    Cavalier 

Poets,  Etc. 


b 


ROBERT  SPELLER  PUBLISHING  CORP. 

NEW  YORK 


Copyright   1936  by  Robert  Speller 
All  rights  reserved 


FIRST  EDITION 


Printed  in  the  United  States  of  America 
DIRECT  PRESS,   N.  Y. 


Dedicated 

to 

All  Lovers  of  Lincoln 


ACKNOWLEDGEMENT 


For  kind  permission  to  reprint  various  poems 
in  this  volume,  the  author's  thanks  are  due  the 
editors  and  publishers  of  The  North  American 
Review,  The  Churchmcm,  The  Rotarian,  The  Book 
N&ws  Monthly,  The  Christian  Science  Monitor, 
The  KadelpUm  Review,  The  Scmta  Fe  Magazine, 
What's  on  the  Air,  Westward,  The  Grovrwte  Month- 
ly, The  Oakland  Tribime,  The  Overland  Monthly, 
The  Western  Poetry  Maga&me.  Thanks  are  es- 
pecially due  Albert  and  Charles  Boni,  publishers 
of  the  author's  Old  "Prof"  Dickson  and  Other 
Poems,  for  permission  to  use  the  two  poems,  At 
The  Lincoln  Memorial  Temple  and  Lincoln,  You 
Should  Be  Here. 


ABRAHAM  LINCOLN 
IN  HEAVEN 


Abraham  Lincoln  in  Heaven  11 

I 

Abraham  Lincoln  gazed  from  the  walls  of  Heaven, 
Leaning  with  bony  elbows  on  the  smooth  alabaster 
That  glowed  in  the  light  from  the  throne  of  the  God  of  men, 
And  mused  as  he  looked  toward  the  far-off  world  where  he 
In  the  flesh  had  suffered  and  died  for  a  nation  that  now 
Spoke  with  love  and  with  reverence  his  name  and  his  deeds. 
Long  he  gazed — long  and  tenderly — and  then  with  himself 
communed : 

"If  I  was  not  the  high  and  noble  soul 

Your  multitude  of  legends  make  of  me, 
If  I  had  not  such  traits  as  you  enroll 

Upon  my  shrines  with  lavish  charity, 
Still  heart-felt  thanks  I  render  now  to  you 

For  these,  your  lofty  ideals,  that  I  strive 
Out  here,  in  God's  good  time,  to  reach.  Anew 

Each  heaven's  dawn,  with  humble  zeal,  I  shrive 
My  heart  of  all  the  dross  that  might  delay 

My  progress  toward  that  Perfect  Man  your  love 
Demands  that  I  must  be.    Oh,  ever  may 

Your  vision  of  me  soar  beyond  —  above! 
For  even  the  dead  do  strive  to  emulate 
The  virtues  Fame  in  them  would  celebrate!" 
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With  long,  slow  stride  he  turned  and  went 
Along  a  street  all  crystal-clear, 

A  quaint  old  figure,  with  many  a  dent 

In  that  tall  hat  which  even  here 
He  would  persist  in  wearing,  though 

Ann  Butledge  gently  hinted  that 
He  must  have  learned  long,  long  ago 

That  heavenly  beings  need  no  hat. 
But  he  would  have  it  so,  and  crammed 

It  down  upon  his  brow  the  more 
When  Mary  Lincoln  feared  him  damned 

While  others  crowns  all  golden  wore. 
"It  made  him  feel  so  much  at  home," 
He  said  —  and  let  her  fume  and  foam. 

And  now  as  he  trod  on  his  way, 

Two  veterans  lolling  at  their  ease  — 

One  garbed  in  blue  and  one  in  gray  — 
Laughed  slyly,  winked,  and  slapped  their  knees, 

And  nudged  each  other:    "There  he  goes! 

The  same  old  Abe  the  world  still  knows !" 

Then,  as  they  followed  with  their  eyes 
This  long,  gaunt  being  with  bent  head, 

One  called  to  mind  the  life  that  lies 
So  far  off  now,  and  softly  said: 
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"That  stove-pipe  hat  —  shall  we  forget 
Who  saw  it  on  his  towering  head, 

All  shiny  round  the  rim,  and  set 

Far  down  upon  his  browf    It  bred 
A  sort  of  mystery  wherever 

He  went,  as  though  it  strove  to  hide 
The  sadness  that  so  often  there 

In  those  deep-sunken  eyes  we  spied. 
"All  scuffed  it  was,  and  dented  oJer, 

As  though  its  life,  like  Abe's,  had  seen 
Full  many  a  stormy  hour,  but  bore 

The  scars  with  frank  and  patient  mien. 
We  could  not  think  of  them  apart, 

That  hat  and  him  —  an  honest  pair, 
Who  met  each  task  with  sturdy  heart, 

Accepted  life  if  foul  or  fa\ir. 

"All  filled  with  papers  too  —  that  hat! 

Affairs  of  half  the  world  fell  out 
If  tipped  to  Mistress  This  or  That  — 

No  system;  carried  things  about!  — 
But  still  I  often  like  to  think 

That  underneath  that  battered  crown 
There  dwelt  a  brain  that  from  the  brink 

Of  hell  saved  mankind  sinking  down." 
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The  soldiers  mused  in  silence  long,  and  then 
The  other  spoke  —  the  one  in  faded  gray : 

' '  Why,  I  was  born  near  where  the  old  log  pen 
Yet  stands  in  which  he  first  saw  light  of  day. 

I  often  think  of  what  m%  father  heard 

That  day.  I  give  his  version  word  for  word : 

"Strange  how  God,  as  He  passes  by, 
Does  His  daily  miracle  before  our  eye; 
And  stranger  still  how  we  Jmow  it  not 
Till  Time  booms  it  at  us  like  a  cannon  shot! 
"  'What  news  up  thar  in  the  penny  rile  section?' 

Thus  in  Kentucky  woods  midst  February  snow 
A  wood-chopper  roused  the  passing  horseman  from 
reflection, 
Asking  for  word  of  the  outside  world,  longing  to  know 
What  men  did  beyond  in  some  other  clearing'  — 
Gossip  and  rumors  for  his  household's  hearing. 

"And  the  circuit-rider,  accosted,  dropping  the  'thirdly' 
Of  his  next  Sunday  sermon,  stopped  his  gray,  lean  nag, 

Pushed  back  his  coon-skin  cap,  scratched  his  pate 
absurdly, 
Striving  to  bring  to  mind  some  tale  from  the  zig-zag 

Journeys  he  made  round  mountains  and  valleys 

For  preaching,  revivals,  and  camp-meeting  rallies. 
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"  'Well,  brother/  he  mused,  'it's  a  marvel  how  little 
Goes  on  that's  important  out  here  'mongst  us  folks! 

The  revival  at  Salem  —  you  know  man  is  brittle  — 

Was  a  failure.  God  holds  back  His  vengeful  strokes. 
That  Bonnyparte  feller,  they  say,  still  is  hoping 
To  conquer  all  Europe.  But  the  world  seems  a-moping. 

"  'As  for  us  —  no  news.  The  eyes  of  Almighty 

Am't  fallen  on  Kamtuck,  so  far  as  I  see. 
The  days  of  the  prophets  are  gone.    Times  are  flighty. 

God's  doing  no  miracles  for  such  as  we  be. 
No  news  —  '  cepting  Lincolns  have  a  new  babe. 
Good  bye,  my  brother.  I  think  it's  named  Abe.' 

"Strange  how  God,  as  He  passes  by, 
Does  His  daily  miracle  before  our  eye; 
And  stranger  still  how  we  know  it  not 
Till  Time  booms  it  at  us  like  a  cannon  shot!" 
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II 

Because  in  Heaven  souls  desire  the  ways 
They  knew  on  earth,  the  Master  Soul  permits 
Each  one  to  live  his  life  as  he  may  wish 
Until  in  God's  good  time  a  nobler  urge 
Arouses  each  to  strive  for  better  things. 

And  thus  it  was  with  Thomas,  father  to 

This  giant  who  walked  the  mystic  streets  on  high, 

An  unassuming  king  —  but  still  a  king. 

Since  Thomas  all  his  days  at  Nolin's  Creek, 

At  Pigeon  Creek,  at  Knob's  mud  Creek,  and  all 

The  other  forest  settlements  had  lived 

In  hut  of  log  and  bark,  he  chose  out  here 

In  Heaven  still  to  dwell  in  cabin  plain. 

"I  would  not  know  how  I  should  act  in  these, 

Their  palaces  of  marble,  alabaster,  gold, 

Or  what  they  use  to  make  their  homes  up  here, 

That  glow  and  gleam  against  the  azure  skies. 

This  good  enough  for  me.  Here  may  I  sit 

With  tilted  chair  against  this  wall  of  logs 

And  warm  my  old  bones  in  the  blessed  sun." 

And  thus  John  Hay,  the  bosom  friend  of  Abe, 

Found  Tom  one  day,  with  chin  on  breast,  and  slouched 

In  chair  —  split-bottomed  chair  such  as  he  used 
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For  more  than  sixty  years  on  earth.   A  straw 

Was  in  his  mouth,  and  he  was  thinking  —  what! 

Perhaps  of  nothing.   For  though  all  Heaven's  light 

Had  poured  upon  him  day  by  day,  how  slow 

Ambition  was  to  prod  him  to  progress! 

And  thus  Hay  found  him  —  Hay  who  ever  sought 

Some  fact  that  he  might  add  to  the  vast  store 

Of  legend,  story,  jest,  connected  with 

The  Lincoln  he  adored  as  in  the  days 

When  he  had  served  the  martyr  in  the  flesh. 

Long,  long  they  sat,  while  Thomas  muttered  things 

About  the  crops  and  cattle-sickness  he 

Had  seen  in  wilderness  —  such  petty  things 

They  seemed  to  Hay,  but  patiently  he  heard, 

Knowing  that  finally  the  talk  would  veer 

To  Abe,  the  son,  as  strange  a  mystery 

As  ever  to  his  sire. 

And  thus  at  length 
The  slow-tongued  Thomas  turned  and  said: 

"1  offered  him  my  gun  one  day  — - 

/  never  could  see  through  that  boy! 
And  what  think  ye  he  had  to  say? 

'What  reason  is  there  to  destroy 
The  frightened  things  that  roam  these  woodsV 
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No  gun  for  him!  And,  then,  that  time — 
/  squarely  caught  him  with  the  goods  — 

/  found  him  stam,din'  in  the  slime 
Out  m  the  swamp  freein'  a  'coon 

My  trap  had  caught.  Made  no  excuse; 
A  lickin'  he  won't  forget  so  soon. 

Just  silently  took  my  abuse 
And  smilin'  watched  the  beast  lope  off. 

And  when  we  told  of  shootin'  down 
The  pesky  reds,  my  land!  how  gruff 

That  boy  would  get!  His  face  went  brown, 
And  out  he'd  fUng  into  the  night 

Till  all  the  pioneers  had  gone, 
As  though  them  Indians  had  some  right 

To  live  there  too!  But  just  let  one 
Of  them  school  men  begin  to  tell 

Of  Washington  or  even  tales 
By  —  what's  his  name?  —  Aesop,  oh,  well, 

He'd  set  all  day  on  yonder  rails! 
I  don't  know  what  —  he  kinder  lacked 

Horse-sense.  And  now,  to  think  he's  great; 
And  me,  I  sit,  my  chair  just  backed 

Agin  the  wall,  and  scratch  my  pate!" 

And  as  the  old  man  bit  his  straw,  half -vexed 
That  Hay  had  chuckled  softly  at  the  tale, 
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He  noted  that  another  soul  had  joined  them  there 

Beside  the  cabin  wall  —  old  Dennis  Hanks, 

Who  roamed  the  Indiana  woods  with  Abe  when  they 

Were  boys.  And  Dennis,  having  heard  the  words 

That  Thomas  uttered  half  in  bitter  sneer, 

Spoke  up : 

* '  Ah,  yes,  he  ever  had  a  heart 
Too  tender  for  that  world  out  there.   How  well 
I  call  to  mind  the  day  they  buried  her, 
Your  first  wife,  Tom,  his  mother,  Nancy  Hanks.' ' 
And  Thomas  nodded  solemnly  as  though 
He  stood  once  more  before  the  yawning  grave. 
And  Dennis  pictured  sharply  that  stark  scene : 

"They  buried  the  mother  in  a  chest, 

R<udely  made  by  her  husband's  hand; 
No  hymn  was  sung  for  her  final  rest; 

No  soothing  verse  from  Scripture  soamned; 
Not  even  a  prayer  was  uttered  there! 
But  they  piled  the  earth  in  a  mound  so  bare, 
And  the  neighbors  turned  to  their  toil  and  care, 

As  the  evening  mist  slow  crept. 
But  a  boy  passed  slowly  from  them  all 
And  wandered  away  where  the  oaks  stood  tall, 
And  threw  him  doivn  in  the  solemn  gloom, 
Hid  his  face  in  the  grass  and  broom, 
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And  in  lonely  anguish  wept." 

Old  Thomas  Lincoln  like  a  stoic  sat  and  said  no  word, 
But  Hay,  half -sobbing,  muttered,  "Ah,  the  pity  of  it  all!" 
Then  spoke  another  voice,  a  rather  keen,  decisive  voice, 
As  of  a  man  who  in  his  day  had  seen  such  great  events 
And  known  such  men  of  might  that  he  could  speak  with  tones 
Authoritative.   It  was  Herndon,  Lincoln's  partner  long 
Ago  in  struggling  little  Springfield,  and  before  in  times 
More  humble  even,  friend  of  Abe's  in  dim  New  Salem  days. 
How  many  a  secret  of  the  President  he  carried  hid 
From  prying  foes  and  neighbors  in  those  trying  hours  of  old, 
And  mayhaps  even  in  Heaven  kept  a  few !  And  now  he  spoke : 

"A  hearty  you  say?  It  suffered  more 

With  pity,  it  would  seem  to  me, 
Than  any  heart  that  lived  of  yore 

Except  the  One  in  Galilee! 
"No  man,  save  me,  can  ever  know 
The  grief  that  once  his  soul  laid  low." 

John  Hay  gazed  with  inquiring  eye, 

And  Herndon  spoke  with  smothered  sigh: 

t( Ann  Rutledge  died,  and  all  the  world 
Turned  desolate  for  him  she  loved; 
And  when  the  scudding  rainstorm  swirled 
Across  the  woods  where  gravestones  shoved 
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Their  mouldy  gray  above  the  weeds, 

When  wvnter  winds  went  howling  o'er 
Her  mound  among  the  rasping  reeds, 

His  heart  could  never,  never  more 
Regain  the  careless  glee  of  days 

When  laughter  roared  from  rustic  breasts 
At  sallies  of  his  wit.  A  haze 

Of  melancholy  ever  rests 
Henceforth  on  him.    To  one  he  says, 

'1  never  can  be  reconciled 
To  have  the  snow  and  rain  and  storm 

Beat  down  upon  her  grave!9  Ah,  wild 
The  thoughts  of  him  whose  haggard  form 

Now  plunges  through  the  starless  night 
Or  broods  alone  beside  his  dead! 

In  such  an  hotir  the  God  of  Right 
(Who  ever  has  the  broken  led) 

Brought  from  the  embers  of  a  soul 
A  flame  to  guide  a  groping  world. 

That  hour  he  drank  the  cup  of  dole 
The  shaft  of  destiny  wus  hurled!" 

"He  never  mentioned  it  to  me."  Tims  said 
Old  Thomas  Lincoln.   And  John  Hay  gazed  off 
Toward  where  the  radiance  of  God  shone  far 
Across  the  domes  and  battlements  of  that 
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Celestial  realm  where  every  spirit  finds 
Within  itself  its  Heaven  or  Hell,  and  then 
Revealed  to  those  who  sat  before  the  door 
Of  that  rude  cabin  what  he  oft  had  thought 
Of  him  who  long  ago  had  borne  with  silent  pain 
The  burdens  of  a  stricken  nation.   Thus : 

"The  silence  of  the  forest  filled  the  man, 

The  silence  of  the  brooks  that  creep  through  ferns 

And  under  mossy  stones.  His  ivas  the  calm 

And  brooding  silence  of  the  oak  and  beech 

That  nod  majestic,  lofty  heads  when  breaths 

Of  summer  air  sigh  soft.  The  silence  of 

The  creatures  scurrying  unseen  through  grass, 

And  his  the  silence  of  the  snow  that  drifts 

In  weird  and  ghostly  forms  through  sleepmg  woods. 

No  mam  yet  lived  whose  boyhood  roamed  so  much 

Amidst  the  silences  of  wilderness. 

No  man  could  enter  more  into  the  realm 

Of  silent  meditation  or  commune 

With  self  so  long.  The  silence  of  his  soul 

Seemed  listening  to  some  far  voice  unheard 

By  little  men,  all  busy  with  their  schemes 

Of  little  things,  and  from  him  ever  flowed 

The  power  of  forest  stillness,  deep  and  calm 

And  all-perv\admg.  His  the  prophet  tone 


Abraham  Lincoln  in  Heaven  23 

Because  it  spoke  from  caverns  where  the  deep, 
Unfathomed  tones  of  God's  own  musing  thoughts 
Creep  through  illimitable  space  and  solemnly 
Speak  to  the  soul  that  only  sits  and  waits 
In  silence.  This  the  source,  the  spring  of  that 
Which  gave  this  lonely  man  the  moving  force 
To  lead  a  nation  through  the  midnight  hour, 
When,  like  a  child,  it  cried  out  in  its  fear 
And  with  it  cried  the  petty  men  whose  days 
Had  never  known  the  benediction  blest 
The  silence  of  the  wilderness  can  give." 

Then  rose  the  three  —  Herndon,  Hanks,  and  Hay  — 
And  quietly  each  went  his  separate  way, 
And  left  Tom  Lincoln  sleeping  in  God's  day! 
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III 

When  they  who  die  go  out  beyond  to  dwell, 
There  is  at  first  so  little  change  in  them 
That  oftentimes  they  must  have  proof  that  they 
Have  "died."   Except  for  freedom  from  the  pain 
That  racks  ns  human  beings  here  below 
They  enter  Heaven  just  as  they  left  earth  — 
"With  all  their  petty  hates,  dislikes,  and  thoughts 
Of  fame  or  pelf  or  conquest. 

Thus  came  two 
Along  the  gleaming  highways  of  God's  realm, 
A  little  puzzled  at  the  brightness  all 
About  them,  but  still  filled  with  thoughts 
Of  wordly  things.  And  one  had  perished  for 
The  lack  of  food  while  bread  and  meat  did  rot 
In  Lincoln's  homeland,  while  the  other  died 
A  suicide  because  in  that  same  land 
His  pride  would  not  permit  that  he  should  beg. 
And  as  they  trod  the  heavenly  street,  behold, 
They  saw  approaching  them  Abe  Lincoln,  tall 
And  lean  and  shabby,  just  as  pictures  show ! 
He  gazed  upon  them  keenly  and  observed 
Their  woe-begone  and  haggard  look,  stopped  them, 
Inquired  their  names,  their  homes,  their  work  on  earth, 
And  how  they  came  to  pass  from  out  the  flesh. 
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Then  cried  the  one  whose  hands  had  torn  the  soul 
From  his  own  body  in  despair  and  shame  — 
Cried  out  as  though  he  yet  were  in  the  world : 

"Lincoln,  you  should  be  here!  In  our  weak  times 
A  cloud  of  bitterness  broods  o'er  your  land; 
A  canker  festers  in  its  heart,  and  crimes 
Committed  on  your  people  by  the  hand  — 
The  self -same  hand —  of  Privilege  that  mocked 
All  human  rights  in  your  own  day,  and  sneered 
To  scorn  the  cry  of  common  folk,  and  rocked 
The  nation  to  its  very  base,  and  boldly  reared 
Enthroned  property  above  the  soul 
Of  Man  —  these    crimes  insidious  go  free, 
Unchallenged,  lest  the  party  pelf,  the  dole 
Of  coin  for  sycophants  should  cease  to  be. 
We  need  a  leader  —  one  who  knows  not  fear 
Of  Man  or  Gold.  Lincoln,  you  should  be  here!" 

There  swept  across  the  face  of  Lincoln  at  those  words 

A  look  of  sorrow  deep  as  when  in  other  days 

He  saw  the  dead  and  wounded  brought  from  battle-fields 

Or  heard  the  plea  of  mother  that  her  soldier-son 

Be  spared  from  shameful  death.  And  then  he  turned  his  eyes 

Be-dimmed  with  tears  upon  this  one  so  lately  come 

From  hunger  and  the  greed  of  men  on  earth,  and  spoke: 
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''Even  out  here  in  Heaven  still  my  thoughts  return 

To  her,  America,  the  land  that  nurtured  me 

And  gave  to  me  such  opportunities  as  yet 

The  older  nations  wonder  at.  Therefore  each  day 

My  spirit  wanders  back  and  notes  —  ah,  with  what  pain  !- 

How  anguish  racks  the  hearts  of  multitudes  while  wealth 

Insatiable  grasps  ever  more  for  even  the  mite 

The  poor  are  yet  allowed  to  gain."  Then  reaching  forth 

His  mighty  arms,  Abe  Lincoln  cried  in  warning  tones : 

"7  hear  men's  weary  feet  plod  by  — 

Grim  men  who  seek  for  work  — i 
/  hear  the  oft  repeated  sigh 

Of  souls  where  sorrows  lurk. 

"They  look  at  nothing  any  more; 

They  simply  tread  the  round 
That  leads  from  factory  door  to  door, 

And  gaze  upon  the  groumd. 

"I  fear  their  silence  in  this  hour, 

I  fear  the  thoughts  they  thmk, 
I  fear  that  in  their  mood  so  dour 

From  curses  deep  they  shrink. 

"7  mind  me  of  old  Paris  town 
Before  it  crimson  ran, 
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When  silence  on  its  walls  sank  down 
Before  mem  slaughtered  man. 

"O  country,  country  of  my  birth! 

What  means  this  rueful  scene, 
When  Labor  walks  the  streets  in  dearth 

And  Hunger  stalketh  lean? 

"I  fear  for  thee,  my  native  soil, 

I  fear,  if  speak  they  must; 
For  men,  denied  the  right  to  toil, 

Have  empires  hurled  to  dust!" 

Then  spoke  the  other  lately  come  from  earth,  the  one 
Whose  life  had  failed  for  bread,  because  his  willing  toil 
Could  not  be  sold  for  hoarded  grain  and  meat.  He  too 
Seemed  to  forget  that  he  no  longer  dwelt  among 
Such  contradictions ;  spoke  as  though  he  were  on  earth : 

illf  you,  0  Lincoln,  should  return 

And  see  the  nation  you  did  save, 
I  would  I  might  be  near  to  learn 

The  thoughts  the  vision  to  you  gave. 

"Would  it  be  towers  that  sweep  the  sky? 

Would  it  be  dynamo  or  plane? 
Would  it  be  miracles  that  vie 

With  only  what  the  gods  attain? 
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"Would  it  be  these  that  drew  your  thought? 

I  think  not,  Lincoln.   You  would  then 
Inquire,  not  what  our  arts  have  brought, 

But  of  our  nation  and  its  men. 

"I  hear  you  asking  in  that  hour, 

'Possess  you  those  who  yet  love  Right; 

Who  hold  to  that  which  gave  me  power 
To  guide  this  nation  through  its  night?' 

"If,  then,  0  Lincoln,  thus  you  came, 
Would  our  bold  'Yea'  triumphant  roll? 

Or  would  we  whimper  in  our  shame, 

'We  clean  forgot  this  thing  called  Soul'?" 

And  Lincoln  slowly  passed  and  murmured  as  he  went 
"I  wander  down  among  my  people  — 

Unseen,  unseen  — 
Under  the  trees  about  the  steeple, 

Where  sleep  the  hearts  of  those  I  knew 
And  loved  in  days  when  there  on  earth 

I  walked  the  ways  of  men.    'Neath  dew 
Their  clay  now  knows  nor  woe  nor  mirth. 
Death  doth  glean, 
Unseen,  unseen. 

"Out  here  beyond  I  meet  my  people, 
Seen,  yes}  seen, 
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In  the  mystic  land  beyond  the  steeple; 

Speak  oft  with  them  of  things  on  earth, 
Of  how  the  folk  of  mine  own  land 

Are  struggling  toward  the  heights  of  ivorth, 
Grasped  m  the  power  of  God's  great  hand. 
Celestial  sheen , 

Unseen,  unseen. 

"Yes,  I  wander  down  among  my  people  — 

Unseen,  unseen  — 
These  folk  whose  dust  lies  round  the  steeple. 

For  though  I  meet  their  souls  each  day, 
I  love  them  as  they  used  to  be 

When  dwelling  in  their  mortal  clay  — 
As  I  love  you,  humanity! 
O'er  you  I  learn, 
Unseen,  unseen." 

The  two  so  lately  entered  into  Heaven's  realm 
Gazed  long  upon  the  figure  gaunt  that  with 
Bowed  head  tramped  slowly  through  a  quiet  street 
That  led  out  toward  a  vast  gray  lake  —  a  lake 
Composed  of  all  the  tears  that  man  has  shed 
Since  first  humanity  did  know  the  lash 
Of  sorrows  men  inflict  on  men,  and  there 
The  angels  come  from  time  to  time  to  lave 
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Their  eyes  lest  they  forget  the  meaning  of 

A  tear.   And  Lincoln  slowly  went  toward  it. 

Then  said  the  suicide  shamefacedly, 

"How  can  I  ever  dare  to  look  into 

His  eyes  again  —  I  who  in  fear  destroyed 

My  mortal  temple,  when  this  one  did  bear 

The  agonies  of  millions  in  his  heart 

And  even  here  still  suffers  for  their  wrongs  ?" 

The  other  peered  a  moment  at  tlie  lone, 

Tall  figure  by  the  dim,  gray  lake,  and  then 

Burst  forth  in  tones  of  sudden,  glowing  pride : 

"When  I  consider  how  those  arms  of  his 

Upheld  this  nation  in  its  hour  of  woe 
While  petty  worshippers  of  Niow  and  Is 

Shot  shafts  that  stung  more  deeply  than  the  foe 
Who  strove  to  rend  the  pillars  of  our  weal; 

When  I  consider  how  Ms  strength  of  soul, 
His  wisdom,  faith,  and  will  that  held  like  steel 

Had  only  love  of  Man  as  their  fixed  goal, 
I  thank  my  God  that  such  a  heart  arose 

From  out  the  stock  of  common  folk  who  toil 
Through  lowly  life  and  midst  its  daily  prose 

Draw  forth  the  poetry  of  life  from  soil. 
Here  in  one  moAi  revealed,  through  Heaven9 s  grace, 
The  sublimated  essence  of  the  race!" 
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IV 

Over  the  hills  and  the  valleys  of  Heaven  the  souls  of  the 

blessed 
Wander  for  ages  enjoying  the  strange  and  enchanting 

assemblies 
Of  peoples  of  all  of  the  nations  and  eras  the  world  has  yet 

known  since 
Man  from  the  Garden  went  forth  to  inhabit  and  battle  and 

conquer. 
And  here  in  the  Ultimate  Home  just  as  formerly  there  in 

the  flesh, 
Dwelling  in  tribes  and  in  races  they  live  in  accord  with  the 

customs 
They  in  their  earth-life  had  followed. 

To  Lincoln,  who  always  found  pleasure 
Mingling  with  men  and  discussing  with  them  the  unusual 

and  startling, 
All  that  he  saw,  as  he  roamed  at  his  leisure  from  nation  to 

nation, 
Proved  to  him  over  and  over  that  man  in  the  basic  essentials 
Has  changed  not  at  all  in  the  myriad  ages  of  cultures  and 

conquest 
Annals  and  chronicles  tell  in  such  detail.  He  found,  oh,  how 

little 
The  heart  and  its  deeper  emotions  had  altered  since  first 
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in  Egyptian 
Lands  or  in  Babylon,  hearts  had  recorded  their  feelings. 

One  morning 
Down  by  a  river  that  seemed  but  an  image  of  Nile  the 

ancient, 
He  discovered  a  maiden  of  days  of  the  Pharaohs  a-singing 

a  love-song 
Sad  as  the  wail  of  a  soul  that  has  lost  all  it  cherished  so 

dearly. 
Secretly  listening,  all  of  its  pathos  vibrated  in  him, 
Filling  his  eyes  with  the  tears  of  a  comprehension  that  even 
Fifty  or  more  of  the  centuries  of  passage  of  time  of  us 

mortals 
Dimmed  not.  Then,  nodding  his  head  in  full  understanding, 

he  murmured: 

"Oh,  little  song,  sung  ages  long  ago 

Under  the  palms  beside  the  winding  Nile, 

Crooned  by  some  mother  by  the  river9 s  flow, 
Or  swarthy  slaves  a-march  in  weary  file, 

Chafed  with  their  chains  of  clanking  links! 
Mayhap  some  dusky  maiden  longing  gazed 
Across  the  gleaming  sand  to  where  was  raised 

The  massive  wonder  of  the  silent  Sphinx, 
And,  singing,  dreamed  of  him,  her  lover  strong, 

Who  fought  for  Rameses  in  kingdoms  dim. 
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Oh,  chcmt  of  sadness,  mystery  of  song, 
In  these,  your  weird  cmd  wailing  notes  I  hear 

A  weariness  of  life  e'en  then  —  a  hymn 
Heart-heavy;  yet  amidst  its  shadowed  fear 

The  hope  the  Gods  some  day  shall  right  all  wrong! 
Oh,  song  of  ancient  days,  I  feel  your  cry 
Of  ages  long:  the  soul  must  hope  —  or  die!" 

Now,  unobserved,  Friend  Herndon  stood  beside  him  there 

And  hea^d  the  plaintive  notes  sung  by  this  Heavenly  Nila 

And  then  to  Lincoln  he  remarked,  ' '  I  wonder  now 

What  lyric  poet  in  that  far  dim  pa3t  did  first 

Indite  those  lines,  and  what  the  cause,  and  how  it  came 

That  even  then,  five  thousand  years  ago,  the  God 

Of  Music  sent  this  melody  to  soften  hearts 

And  make  them  understand. ' '  And  Lincoln  gravely  spoke : 

"Masters  of  the  lute  and  viol, 

Whence,  oh,  whence  your  magic  tones? 
Come  t'/iey  from  some  sunset  isle 

Where  the  blest  smg  round  the  thrones? 

"Ye  who  here  record  the  song, 

Ye  who  build  the  symphony, 
Where  before  did  they  belong? 

Whence  hear  ye  such  symmetry? 
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"Does  some  voice  from  Heaven's  walls 

Waft  them  to  you  as  you  play? 
Are  there  souls  from  those  far  halls 

Bringing  music  down  this  way0/ 

"Could  I  know  how  melody 

Comes  to  those  who  song  create, 
I  would  know  how  God  can  be; 

Hoio  He  makes  the  small  and  great." 

They  wandered  on,  those  two,  as  twilight  came — 

(For  even  in  Heaven  there  is  day  and  night; 

For  who  would  live  without  the  friendly  stars?)  — 

They  wandered  on  until  at  length  they  roamed 

To  where  a  tribe  of  red  men  had  their  camp, 

Their  tepees  dotting  all  the  level  plain 

That  stretched  between  the  woodland  and  the  sea; 

And  here  and  there  the  evening  fires  were  lit, 

And  scent  of  wood-smoke  wafted  on  the  breeze. 

Then  Lincoln  straightened  his  tall  form  and  sniffed 

The  air  and  smiled  with  pleasure.  "Smoke,  the  smell 

Of  fires  of  wood"  he  muttered.  "Memories! 

What  memories  it  brings!  —  of  cabin  homes, 

Mysterious  forests  as  the  night  closed  down, 

And  ruddy  light  on  hearths,  and  columns  thin 

And  gray  of  smoke  from  chimneys  —  and  heart's  ease!" 
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Then  meditatively  he  summed  it  up : 

"Wood-smoke  at  twilight 
And  the  silence  of  the  coming  night, 
And  the  far  hills  graying  in  the  haze 
That  creeps  from  hidden  ways. 

"Wood-smoke  at  twilight 
And  the  murmurs  of  the  voice  of  night; 
The  lone,  lone  call  of  a  weary  bird, 
And  then  —  no  more  is  heard. 

"Wood-smoke  at  twilight 
And  life  await  for  the  enfolding  night, 
And  peace  for  you  and  peace  for  me 
Under  the  mist  from  the  sea." 

And  now,  since  night  had  come,  they  heard  afar 
Strange,  solemn  tones  as  of  an  anthem  deep 
Swell  and  die  down  and  rise  again  and  sink, 
Like  some  majestic  organ  played  by  one 
Who  would  express  all  anguish  and  all  joy 
That  ever  human  soul  had  felt.   They  paused, 
And  Lincoln  harkened  with  a  rapture  that 
Illumined  all  his  figure.    Eapt  he  was, 
As  though  the  voice  of  God  were  in  his  heart. 
It  was  the  negroes,  slaves  of  yore,  who  now, 
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As  in  plantation  days,  were  singing  songs 

Of  Zion,  spirituals  of  chariots 

That  swing  from  Heaven  down  to  earth  to  lift 

The  soul-sick  to  eternal  joy;  of  that 

Famed  Biver  Jordan,  and  how  Pharaoh's  hosts 

Were  drowned  for  wickedness.  And  then  at  length. 

When  all  the  echoes  of  the  hymns  had  ceased, 

Grave  Herndon  whispered  as  one  speaks  alone : 

' 'I  heard  them  thus  long  years  ago — far  South 

It  was,  in  Tennessee,  I  think.  It  thrilled 

Me  just  as  now."   Communing  then  with  self: 

"Never  shall  I  forget  those  Southern  nights 
When  far  across  plantation  fields  I  heard 
The  deep  and  solemn  song  of  negro  folk 
Chantmg  their  psalms  to  Him  who  long  ago 
Led  Israel's  children  through  the  flood.  Again 
I  hear  the  sorrow  of  those  tones,  wrung  from 
Dark  hearts  that  knew  so  little  of  the  world 
Except  its  toil  and  burdens  that  so  long 
Have  bowed  the  back  of  humankind.   And  now 
In  woodland  meeting  place  their  souls  seek  God 
In  wailing  harmonies  that  waft  across 
The  languid  air  like  some  dim,  age-old  chant 
Sung  by  the  forest-priests  of  tribes  long  gone 
Back  to  primeval  dust.   And  as  I  harked, 
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I  thought  of  Lincoln,  martyred  one,  who  died 
That  these  black  folk  might  here  as  freedmen  walk. 

0  God,  he  freed  their  bodies,  but,  oh,  who 
But  Thee  can  liberate  the  human  soul 

Of  immemorial  anguish  —  Thee  to  whom 
Out  there  beneath  the  star-lit  sky  they  raise 
That  lonely  chorus  of  pathetic  prayer? 
The  nations  rise  and  fall,  and  men  are  bound 
And  loosed;  but  through  it  all  the  human  heart 
Still  cries  for  surcease  from  life's  tragedy." 

Out  of  the  trance-like  spell  that  the  music 

Had  woven  about  them  Lincoln  and  Herndon 

Woke  to  a  new  comprehension  —  the  meaning 

Of  what  the  Spirit  called  God  had  intended 

Heaven  should  be :  a  realm  where  in  peace 

Each  should  abide  in  the  manner  best  suited 

For  what  in  the  earth-plane  his  soul  had  been  lessoned. 

And  Lincoln,  musing  long,  at  last  remarked : 

"On  earth  I  often  longed  to  travel  far 

And  see  the  deserts  and  the  cities  old  — 

Of  Persia,  say,  and  where  beside  the  Nile 

The  Pyramids  tower  midst  the  shifting  sand. 

1  never  saw  them  while  I  toiled  out  there, 

But  kept  them  stored  as  visions  and  as  dreams ; 
And  now  I  understand  that  it  was  best ; 
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They  were,  unseen,  a  solace  to  my  soul. 

"Oh,  I  have  never  been  to  Samarkand, 
Have  never  seen  its  palms  and  towers; 

But  all  my  days  I've  dreamed  of  desert  sand 
And  that  old  city  sleeping  through  the  hours. 

"Oh,  I  have  never  walked  beneath  its  wall 
Nor  seen  its  marts  bizarre  and  gay, 

Nor  heard  from  minarets  the  shrill,  high  call 
For  all  the  Faithful  Ones  to  pray. 

"And  now  that  I  am  old,  to  Samarkand 

I  know  that  I  shall  never  go; 
But  still  I  dream  of  that  dim,  distant  land, 

Its  palms,  its  domes,  the  sunset  glow. 

"And  I  am  now  content;  for  all  my  days 

The  vision  of  far  Samarkand 
Has  fed  my  soul  —  though  I  shall  never  gaze 

On  towers  that  in  the  desert  stand." 


Abraham  Lincoln  in  Heaven  39 

V 

Again  near  sunset  Lincoln  leaned  his  long,  lank  arms 

Upon  the  wall  of  Paradise  and  scanned  the  vast 

Expanse  of  space  that  glowed  and  glittered  in  the  rays 

That  flowed  forever  from  the  presence  of  the  God 

Who,  though  unseen,  yet  permeated  all  the  realm 

Of  Heaven.  It  was  Lincoln's  chosen  haunt  —  this  niche 

That  gave  his  soul  such  peace,  such  certitude 

That  out  through  all  this  ocean  of  infinity 

Vibrated  this  same  Conscious  Presence  which  even  now 

Pulsated  all  around  him.    There  at  length  came  one 

Who  through  the  years  of  worldly  toil  had  served  him 

well  — 
John  Hay. 

Of  many  things  they  talked  —  of  Springfield  days, 
Of  that  old  office  with  its  Lincoln-Herndon  sign, 
Its  floor  so  dirty  that  some  seed,  dropped  by  mishap, 
Had  sprouted  in  the  cracks.  And  Lincoln  slapped  his  knee 
And  roared  with  laughter :  *  'Hay,  it  must  have  been  rich  soil, 
For  that  same  seed  was  sent  me  by  a  Congressman!" 
And  gradually  they  spoke  of  graver  themes  —  of  days 
When  Lincoln  battled  Douglas,  when  the  nation's  fate 
Was  quivering  in  the  scales,  and  one  clear,  patient  brain 
Saved  all.  And  Lincoln's  thoughts  turned  to  the  night  he 

spoke 
In  Cooper  Union  —  night  of  triumph  when  he  won 
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The  cultured  East;  to  Hay  recalled  the  scene,  and  said: 

"Yes,  William  Cullen  Bryant  presided  there, 

And  Horace  Greeley,  bland,  benign  —  a  smile 
Exactly  like  a  cherub  —  ma  chair 

Directly  down  in  front,  and,  then,  what  style 
That  fellow,  David  Dudley  Field,  did  show 

Escorting  me,  Abe  Lincoln,  down  the  aisle 
And  to  the  stage!    Oh,  none  can  ever  know 

The  pensive  thoughts  that  swept  my  mind  the  while 
I  passed  among  the  throng  —  that  cultured  throng 

Who  had  'arrived,'  those  high  and  mighty  folk 
Whose  lives  had  been  like  some  victorious  song, 

And  mine  a  labored  dirge!  Ahy  then  onvoke 
Strange  questionmgs  of  Providence  that  I, 

Abe  Lincoln,  born  in  forest  hut  and  reared 
In  poverty,  unlearned  in  things  that  lie 

Beyond  our  small-town  ways,  should  now  be  cheered 
By  those  who  could  not  know  the  loneliness 

And  crushmg  hopelessness  of  those  long  ways 
Thai  I  had  journeyed.  Oh,  I  must  confess 

A  flood  of  bitterness  hid  from  my  gaze 
The  multitude  who  waited  there  to  hear 

Ungainly  me,  and  backward  crept  my  thought, 
Backward,  0  God,  how  many  a  toilsome  year! 

To  that  bare  mound  —  my  mother's —  and  I  wrought 
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Once  more  in  stubborn  field  and  lonely  wood, 

And  read  my  borrowed  book  by  chimney  blaze, 
And  crawled,  aye,  crawled,  since  God  to  me  was  good, 

Up  from  the  mud  and  scum,  up  from  the  haze 
Into  the  light  cmd  vision.    Yes,  I  spoke; 

The  papers  said  it  was  right  masterly; 
But,  ah,  the  thoughts  that  meeting  did  evoke  — 

These  are  the  all  important  things  to  me!" 

A  long,  long  pause,  and  then  again 

He  spoke  more  softly  still  — 
Of  something  that  had  happened  when 

The  strain  upon  his  will 
Was  such  that  in  his  anguish  sore 

He  cast  aside  all  doubt 
That  there  was  One  Above  who  bore 

Our  burdens ;  wrestled  out 
With  God  in  prayer  what  in  his  heart 

Was  crying  for  relief. 
At  Arlington,  now  set  apart 

For  those  who  for  belief 
Laid  down  their  lives,  it  had  occurred ; 
There  God  and  Lincoln  pledged  their  word. 

"You  see,  0  Lord,  I've  stolen  out  to  you, 
Away  from  petty  men  who  prate  and  preach 
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Of  how  I  must  do  this  and  that.  How  few, 

0  Lord,  have  wisdom!  Here  to  you  I  reach 
With  longing  soul  for  guidance  in  this  strife. 

Long  have  we  slaughtered,  Lord  —  how  long,  how  long! 
The  nation,  back  to  wall,  fights  for  its  life, 

And  Lee  outwits  the  weaklings,  always  wrong, 
Whom  I  send  forth  with  prayer  and  fearing  heart. 

(You  know,  0  Lord,  my  gold-braid  generals) 
Who  wage  great  warfare  at  their  desks  and  start 

Wild  rumors  how  the  hour  of  fate  befalls! 

0  Lord,  that  silent  man  who  waits  and  smokes 
So  stolidly  at  Vicksburg  —  name  is  Grant  — 

Somehow  I  feel  your  hand  on  him  invokes 

A  blessing  —  Grant  who  makes  the  clergy  rant 
Because  he  drinks.  (I  wish  I  knew  his  brand!) 

Give  him,  0  Lord,  a  victory!  Let's  see; 
I'll  make  a  bargain,  Lord.    Within  your  hand 

You  hold  the  nations  and  their  destiny. 
Hear  me,  0  Lord!  If  Vicksburg  falls  before 

The  patient  watching  of  this  man,  I  swear 
That  I,  Abe  Lincoln,  shall  delay  no  more 

The  freeing  of  the  bonds  the  slaves  now  wear. 

1  swear  it,  Lord!  But  give  to  Grant  that  town 
And  I  shall  sign  the  waiting  document  — 

Hold!  What  was  that?  Did  God's  own  voice  come  down? 
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Was  that  a  mighty  'Yes,'  0  Lord,  you  sent 
Sounding  throughout  my  soul?  It's  done!   I  go. 

Grant  wins,  the  nation  lives,  the  slave  is  freed, 
For  God  has  spoken!  Yea,  it  must  he  so. 

I  bargained  with  my  God  —  and  He  agreed!"* 

John  Hay  looked  out  upon  the  setting  sun 

And  pondered  long  upon  that  prayer, 

And  Lincoln,  noting  what  the  talk  had  done, 

How  it  had  filled  the  soul  so  rare 
Of  this,  his  friend,  with  solemn,  saddened  thought, 

Turned  from  such  themes  of  troubled  days 
And  spoke  of  cheerier  things  —  how  Hanks  had  bought 
A  suit  of  tailored  clothes  to  visit  him 

At  Washington;    how  they  had  joked 
Of  pranks  that  they  had  played  along  the  rim 

Of  forest  clearings —  how  they  poked 
Their  fun  at  speakers  on  the  stump,  or  danced 

The  noisy  reels  on  cabin  floor 
While  country  damsels  laughed  and  stoutly  pranced 

To  equal  any  rustic  boor. 

Footnote  —  It  will,  of  course,  be  noted  that  the  author  has 
here  taken  some  liberties  with  historical  accuracy.    The 
incident  is  actually  related  to  the  Army  of  Virginia. 
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And  when  the  eye  of  Lincoln  caught  the  smile 
Of  Hay:  "Do  you  recall  the  day 

I  prophesied  that  we  would  sit  a  while 
Sometime  in  Heaven  just  this  way! 

"Someday,  no  doubt,  we  two  shall  sit 

On  some  high  crest  of  Heaven's  wall, 
Talking  of  old  times  for  a  bit; 

And  you  shall  say,  'Do  you  recall 
One  time  down  there  — '  and  this  will  start 

A  tram  of  mellow  memories 
Of  things  and  deeds,  of  home  and  mart, 

Of  travels  over  lands  and  seas, 
And  earth-folk  bending  o'er  their  toil, 

And  neighbors  in  the  twilight  glow, 
And  odors  rising  from  the  soil 

That  warmed  our  hearts  —  ah,  long  ago. 

"And  we  shall  sit  and  muse  so  long  — 

There  on  the  wall  of  Heaven  high  — 
That  when  afar  we  hear  the  song 

The  angels  chant  when  night  is  nigh, 
Around  God's  throne,  we  shall  arise 

In  wonderment  that  we  so  late 
Had  talked  of  those  beneath  the  skies! 

And  slowly,  like  to  men  who  hate 
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The  thought  of  parting,  shall  descend, 

Shaking  our  old  heads,  while  we  say, 
'It  was  a  goodly  world,  my  friend; 

I'm  glad  I  roamed  it  for  a  day/  " 
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W 

Slowly  the  twain  were!  wandering  back  in  the  twilight, 
Silently  sauntering  back  to  mingle  with  spirits 
Lincoln  had  known  in  the  days  of  his  life  on  the  earth-plane. 
Thus  as  they  went  there  happened  to  pass  and  salute  them 
Two  who  had  come  to  the  Heavenly  realm  but  lately. 
One  in  his  years  in  the  world  had  reached  nigh  a  hundred, 
While  in  the  other  was  youth  that  would  never  grow  old  now. 
Sudden  the  stripling  seized  his  companion  and  whispered, 
"Lincoln?  The  martyr!  His  pictures  —  how  often  I've 

seen  them!" 
"Yes,"  said  the  other  with  reverence  nodding,  "I  saw  him 
Thrice  in  the  flesh."  Then  he  stooped  and  drew  on  the 

highway 
Lines  for  a  diagram.  "This,  understand,  is  the  station; 
Here  is  the  train  that  took  him  forever  from  Springfield. 

"This  man  Lincoln  —  long  and  gaunt,  you  know, 
Stood  here  that  day  prepared  to  go. 
He  stood  right  here  where  I  stand  now, 
With  his  stove-pipe  hat  down  over  his  brow, 
As  if  to  hide  the  look  in  his  eye  — 
That  look  so  strange  that  it  came  nigh 
To  breaking  the  hearts  of  them  that  saw, 
As  they  stood  a  moment  in  a  sort  of  awe. 
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"No  shouting ,  you  know  —  just  a  quiet  crowd, 
Rather  sad  and  yet  at  the  same  time  proud 
That  their  neighbor  Abe  was  to  rule  the  land, 
And  doubtimg  still  if  a  place  so  grand 
Had  really  come  to  the  man  they  knew, 
Who  stood  there  homely  as  amy  old  shoe. 
Then  he  took  off  the  hat  and  lifted  his  face 
And  began  to  speak  with  a  kindly  grace, 

"Like  a  prophet  blessing  his  own  home  folks. 

A  solemn  speech  —  no  time  for  his  jokes  — 
Something  of  going  to  bear  a  load 
Heavier  thorn  God  had  ever  bestowed 
On  man  since  this,  our  nation,  began. 
Vm  an  average  man,  but  my  eyes  over-ran 

As  he  spoke  of  that  journey  he  was  going  on. 
Then  the  whistle  blew  —  and  Abe  was  gone.'9 

A  pause,  and  then  the  elder  soul  continued: 
"You  know  I  was  an  immigrant  —  from  Eussia  — 
And  little  did  I  know  what  it,  the  struggle, 
Was  all  about.  But  when  I  learned  that  freedom 
Was  calling  men  to  rally  round  its  standard 
I  hastened  to  enlist  —  for  I  had  suffered 
Beneath  the  lash  of  tyranny  and  serfdom. 
And  so  it  came  about  that  I,  with  others, 
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Was  set  to  guard  the  White  House  grounds,  and  often 

Saluted  Lincoln  as  he  left  or  entered. 

One  day  he  stopped  and  in  his  friendly  manner 

Inquired  my  name  and  whence  I  came.  Eeplying, 

I  told  him  how  I  fled  from  human  bondage 

To  know  the  taste  of  liberty.    The  lightning 

Is  not  more  swift  than  was  the  glow  transforming 

His  haggard  face.   His  voice  was  like  a  prophets 

As  there  he  uttered  words  my  soul  still  treasures : 

"You  say  you  came  because  you  dreamed 

Of  freedom  in  this  land  of  ours! 
Of  rights  that  in  your  homeland  seemed 

Indeed  a  dream  —  escape  from  powers 
That  seared  the  souls  of  thinking  men 

And  bowed  the  worker  to  the  earth 
And  filled  the  land  with  terror.  Then 

It  was,  my  friend,  you  say  the  birth 
Of  visions  of  a  better  day 

Occurred.   You  came  and  found,  I  hopef 
The  thing  your  soul  desired  —  a  way 

To  give  that  soul  a  nobler  scope. 

And  now  a  favor  as  we  part :  — 

You  brought  your  dream  to  us,  and  we 
Are  richer  far  because  your  heart 
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Has  borne  the  thought  of  what  might  be. 
But  this  I  beg:  Oh,  daily  strive 

To  make  them  see  —  my  countrymen  — 
Your  vision  of  this  land!  Revive 

In  them  a  faith  that  from  this  fen 
Of  selfishness  may  lead  the  way 

To  that  high  hope  their  fathers  knew. 

0  Immigrant,  go  show,  I  pray, 
Americans  what  dream  brought  yowl" 

The  younger  spirit  stood  entranced. 

' '  You  talked  with  him !  He  talked  to  you ! 
Why,  if  to  me  it  had  so  chanced 

That  I  from  him  such  comment  drew, 
Upon  my  grave  these  words  would  be : 
One  day  Abe  Lincoln  talked  to  me!" 

The  old  companion  smiled;  replied: 

"A  third  occasion  came  when  I 
Was  with  him  —  when  on  every  side 

The  dead  of  Gettysburg  did  lie. 

1  heard  his  speech,  yes,  word  by  word  — 
The  noblest  modern  days  have  heard. 

44 1  hear  the  voice  of  Lincoln  call 

Across  the  field  of  Gettysburg: 
'Oh,  these  who  dying  here  did  fall  — 
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Was  theirs  a  sacrifice  so  small 
That  ye  who  trade  in  bank  and  stall 
Should  press  my  people  till  a  pall 
Of  fear  and  sorrow  covers  all? 
Was  it  for  this  that  I  did  call 
Across  the  field  of  Gettysburg?' 

"I  hear  the  call  of  Lincoln  still 

Across  the  field  of  Gettysburg 
Whene'er  the  money  changers  shrill 
Clang  coin  on  coin  in  laden  till  — 
The  bloody  tribute  that  doth  fill 
Our  land  with  cynic  doubt  and  kill 
The  hopes  that  steeled  our  fathers'  will. 
Ah,  marvel  not  the  voice  calls  still 
Across  the  field  of  Gettysburg! 

"0  Lincoln!    Lincoln!    you  who  cried 

Across  the  field  of  Gettysburg 
Your  prayer  for  honor,  moral  pride, 
And  trust  in  virtues  that  abide, 
In  times  like  these  when  faith  is  tried 
And  power  anid  pelf  seem  all  allied, 
0  martyred  Lincoln,  be  our  guide; 
Burn  on  our  hearts  the  words  you  cried 
Across  the  field  of  Gettysburg! 
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The  younger  soul  exclaimed:   "I  lived  not  then; 

But  we  who  are  of  later  days  know  now 

The  meaning  of  his  patient  toil,  his  pain, 

The  torture  to  his  heart  and  mind,  the  scorn 

He  suffered  from  the  petty  men  who  saw 

The  near  and  small,  but  could  not  scan  the  far, 

High  vision  that  he  daily  saw.  But  now 

We  know  the  meaning  of  his  dreams.  We  know! 

"In  every  crisis  of  our  days 

God  sends  a  man  to  lead  us  right  — 
A  mait  who  sees  with  steadfast  gaze 

The  destiny  linked  with  God's  might. 

"He  comes  from  mansion  or  from  cot; 

His  Maker  knows  no  class  nor  caste. 
The  man's  the  thing!  He  must  be  wrought 

Of  that  which  holds  us  mortals  fast. 

"In  such  a  day,  m  such  an  hour, 

When  terror  swept  our  far-stretched  lands 

And  clouds  of  blackest  rage  did  lour, 
You,  Lincoln,  raised  gigantic  hands 

"And  grasped  the  timbers  of  our  home 

And  held  its  swaying  structure  staunch, 
Though  Hell  struck  at  its  trembling  dome 

And  all  its  fury  there  did  lawnch! 
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"The  storm  is  past,  but  down  the  years 
Your  name,  0  Lincoln,  echoes  on, 

To  mind  us  in  our  hour  of  fears 

Of  battles  God  through  man  has  won! 
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VII 


St.  Patrick's  Day  in  Heaven! 

The  Irish  on  parade 
Had  filled  the  place  with  leaven 

Of  humor  undismayed 
By  any  thought  of  whether 

Their  noise  should  thus  invade 
Where  "dead"  folk  lived  together 

And  hymn  tunes  sang  or  played. 

The  green  was  on  all  banners, 

The  shamrock  filled  each  glade, 
And  all  the  words  and  manners 

To  Erin  tribute  paid. 
St.  Patrick,  in  fine  feather  — 

His  very  self  "^dade" — 
Brought  the  drum  of  leather 

That  snakes  did  long  evade. 

That  "wearing  of  the  green"  song 
Was  sung  by  lad  and  maid, 

And  thus  through  all  the  day  long 
Was  Erin  on  parade, 

Till  even  the  British  heather 
The  spirit-change  obeyed, 
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And  midst  such  Irish  weather 
To  shamrock  blooms  was  made ! 

And  Lincoln  met  St.  Patrick,  and  fast  and  free 
Their  wit  flew  back  and  forward,  and  heartily 
They  laughed  and  chafed  each  other ;  and  Lincoln  spoke 
Of  need  of  earth's  reforming — half  sad,  half  joke: 

"Saint  Patrick!  Saint  Patrick!  His  said  in  history 

You  drove  the  snakes  away 
From  Ireland  —  and  you  drove  'em  m  the  sea, 

And  you  told  (em  where  to  stay! 
Oh,  blessed  land  —  'tis  where  the  shamrock  grows, 

And  varmints  never  crawl 
To  sink  their  fangs  in  poor  unknowin'  toes 

That  mean  no  harm  at  all! 

"Oh,  Patrick!  Saint  Patrick!  saint  of  the  Emerald  Islet 

A  blessin'  it  would  be 
If  you  could  come  again  and  bide  awhile 

From  o  'er  the  Heavenly  Sea. 
For  snakes  and  varmmts  sure  infest  the  earth 

And  most  walk  on  two  legs!  — 
We  need  a  saint  of  just  your  pith  and  worth 

To  knock  'em  off  their  pegs! 

"Saint  Patrick!  Samt  Patrick!  you  drove  away  the  pest 
By  beatin'  on  your  drum. 
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//  you  can  come,  then  bring  that  drum  so  blest! 

We'll  scare  the  rascals  dumb, 
And  send  'em  squirmin'  to  the  briny  sea; 

We'll  fill  'em  full  of  fear! 
We'll  clean  the  world  of  sin  and  misery  — 

With  YOU,  Saint  Patrick  dear!" 

That  night  the  Salvation  Army  marched  out 

To  preach  as  they  were  wont  on  earth; 
They  thought  that  even  out  here  a  good  shout 

For  Jesus'  sake  might  bring  rebirth 
To  some  whom  Heavenly  ways  confused, 

To  some  who  happiness  refused. 

John  Hay  with  Lincoln  beside  him  there  stood 

And  heard  the  speech  the  captain  made. 
A  red-nosed  fellow  —  this  man  here  who  could 

Berate  the  "dead"  for  the  dues  still  paid 
To  pride  and  passion  and  earthly  wrongs 
(For  to  some  even  Heaven  is  not  a  song!). 

And  Hay  said,  "I  in  the  life  of  the  flesh 

Oft-times  did  stop  to  hear  this  man. 
What  souls  he  saved  with  his  faith  so  fresh 

That  never  wearied,  but  outran 
The  sinner,  saved  him,  brought  him  back ! 

Oft  have  I  said  of  Salvation  Jack : 
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"Salvation  Jack — You  hit  a  whack 

On  your  bass-drum  and  shout,  Amen! 

God  bless  you,  friends!  Won't  you  come  back 
To  Jesus'  bosom  while  you  ken?' 

"Salvation  Jack — another  crack 
On  drum,  and  then  in  booming  tone 
You  shout  of  hell  and  fire  and  wrack, 
Then  plead  for  souls  that  God  should  own. 

"Salvation  Jack  —  there  is  no  lack 
Of  color  in  your  cheeks  and  nose, 

Reminder  of  your  old-time  knack 
For  drowning  in  the  cup  all  woes. 

"Salvation  Jack — God  did  attack 

The  devil  in  you — 'washed  you  clean!' 

And  now  you  give  your  drum  a  smack 
And  roar  you'll ( smash  the  devil's  bean!9 

"Salvation  Jack — alas,  alack, 

We  on  the  sidewalk  smile  and  wink; 

But  you,  escaped  from  sinner's  rack, 
May  nearer  be  to  God,  I  think. 

"Salvation  Jack — if  in  his  sack 
Old  Nick  should  carry  me  away, 

I'll  cry  your  help,  Salvation  Jack; 

Your  faith  may  save  my  soul  that  day!" 
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Then    Lincoln,  ruminating,  softly  said: 

i  l  So  many  men  and  women  of  the  world 

Are  toiling  night  and  day  to  make  of  life 

A  thing  of  beauty.  But,  alas,  the  greed 

Of  countless  others  wrecks  their  dreams  and  sends 

Them,  broken-hearted,  to  the  grave!   The  tears 

That  man's  long  inhumanity  to  man 

Has  caused!   When  shall  we  catch  the  vision  high 

Of  sparing  others  from  our  selfish  aims! 

"0  wordless  tears — the  tears  of  man 

Poured  forth  since  immemorial  time! 
When  shall  you  cease?   When  ever  can 

Humanity  lift  from  the  grime 
Of  toil  and  grief  its  furrowed  face 
And  know  the  meaning  of  our  race? 

"Shall  we  forever  hold  the  rod 

In  threat  above  our  brother's  back? 
Shall  we  not  see  in  him  the  God, 
Prometheus-like  upon  the  rack  — 
Bound  by  our  greed  to  sweat  and  weep 
That  we  may  idle  pleasures  reap? 

"0  God  of  ally  grant  to  us  yet 

To  see  in  others  what  we  are! 
To  know  how  vast  the  age-old  debt 
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The  world  owes  them  whom  it  doth  mar! 
Give  us  the  heart  to  lift  the  load 
Mankind  has  borne  beneath  our  goad. 

"Even  so,  0  Lord!   Then  shall  we  know 
The  fidlness  of  the  joy  that  Thou 

Hast  meant  for  us.  Then  shall  we  grow 
Unto  those  virtues  which  endow 

The  soul  with  peace.   Oh,  then  shall  Earth 

Rejoice  because  it  knows  its  worth!" 
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VIII 

In  Heaven  is  a  wailing  wall ; 

Before  it  one  and  all 
Who  long  for  things  they  had  on  earth 

May  cry  their  dearth 
Until  their  souls  are  reconciled, 

Their  wills  made  mild, 
And  taught  by  self-communion  deep 

They  should  not  weep 
For  transient  things  of  dust, 

Of  pride  and  lust. 

And  there  once  Lincoln  did  abide  — 

Ann  Eutledge  by  his  side  — 
To  note  how  many  a  strange  desire 

Went  up  so  dire. 
Some  longed  for  power  and  some  for  wealth, 

Some  missed  the  stealth 
With  which  on  earth  they  could  outwit 

All  men  less  fit. 

And  others  longed  for  town  or  home  — 

New  York,  Vienna,  Eome  — 
While  others  wailed  for  climates  rare, 

Than  Heaven  more  fair. 
And  Ann  and  Lincoln  noticed  two 
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Who  spoke  in  rue  — 
From  California  came  the  pair; 
One  moaned  in  prayer : 

"Oh,  to  be  in  California  —  now! 

Where  poppies  spangle  field  amd  hill, 
And  roses  clamber  wall  amd  bough, 

And  blossoms  every  roadside  fill 
In  California  —  now! 

"Oh,  to  be  in  California  —  now! 

And  dream  beside  the  mission  wall; 
Its  red  roof  glimpsed  behind  the  row 

Of  eucalyptus  trees  so  tall, 
In  California  —  now! 

"Oh,  to  be  in  California  —  now! 

And  see  the  azure  of  the  shy 
Arching  the  ocean's  sunlit  glow 

Or,  bashing,  on  the  mount ams  lie, 
In  California  —  now! 

"Oh,  to  be  in  California  —  now! 

And  feel  the  heart  with  joy  extoll 
That  earth  and  sun  can  so  endow 

Each  common  thing  with  a  living  soul 
In  California  —  now! 
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The  other  turned  his  memory's  eye 

To  days  gone  by, 
And  lived  again  on  that  far  shore 

In  dreams  once  more: 

"Today  I  gaze  on  purpling  peak 

And  on  the  blue  shy  doming  all 
And  where  the  roses  clambering  seek 

The  crumbling  gray  old  Mission  wall. 

"A  mist  hangs  in  the  drowsy  air 

And  hovers  on  the  sleeping  hill  — 
A  mist  that  makes  a  dreamland  fair 

And  lulls  that  dreamland  to  its  will. 

"There  is  no  lovelier  thing  than  here, 

Where  mountain  looks  upon  the  sea, 
And  both  up  to  the  heavens  peer 

As  if  to  ask  how  this  can  be  — 

"How  all  this  waiting  beauty  dreams, 
Expectant  in  its  silent  grace; 
From  what  far  realm  so  mystic  gleams 
This  miracle  of  land  and  space! 

"I  wonder  how  on  such  a  day 
Men  doubt  that  One  brought  all  to  birth; 

For  only  God  can  rouse  dead  clay 
To  yield  the  beauty  of  this  earth." 
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A  little  silence,  then:  "Oh,  how  I  long 
To  see  it  all  again!  Like  some  old  song 
What  memories  around  it  throng!" 
And  Lincoln  smiled  a  little  sadly  as  he  sighed: 
"Some  must  be  taught  to  love  even  Paradise! 
And  some  must  weep  away  their  old  desires 
For  things  of  earth  and  customs,  habits  strong. 
Earth  does  not  willingly  permit  her  child 
Forgetfulness  of  her.  This  wailing  wall  — 
There  have  been  times  in  my  world  days  when  I 
Would  fain  have  knelt  before  it  too  and  cried 
My  woes  aloud.  How  often  after  they  had  borne 
My  son  from  White  House  grounds  to  lie  among 
The  dead  —  how  often  I  experienced  this : 

"Along  the  street  I  see  some  youngster  go 
With  cap  thrown  back,  and  locks  all  tost; 

The  quick  pang  strikes  my  heart,  and  old,  old  woe 
That  hungers  for  the  boy  I  lost. 

"And  in  the  deep  night  when  the  streets  are  still 

I  see  again  the  face,  and  hear 
The  voice  that  rings  its  merriment  so  shrill; 

And  in  the  dark  I  brush  a  tear. 

"And  so  I  thmk  that  as  I  gaze,  heart-sore, 
Upon  some  youngster  passing  so, 
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/  see  my  boy,  and  love  all  boys  the  more 
Because  of  one  lost  long  ago." 

"And  there  were  other  times  when  all  alone 
I  battled  for  the  things  that  I  deemed  just  — 
Ah,  then  one  feels  the  need  of  One  to  whom 
His  soul  may  cry,  as  these  before  this  wall! 
In  such  an  hour  I  often  called  to  mind 
A  tree  that  in  Kentucky  as  a  boy 
I  once  had  noted  lone  upon  a  hill. 
It  calmly  put  its  faith  in  God,  and  I 
Gained  strength  by  musing  on  this  thought: 

"There  is  a  tree  that  stands  on  yonder  hilly- 
Alone  it  stands  against  the  sky; 

Its  far-flung  arms  the  lofty  heavens  fill; 
It  clings  to  God,  unseen,  on  high. 

"It  has  no  comrade  on  that  lonely  hill; 

It  is  content  with  sun  and  star; 
All  day  communes  with  One  whose  presence  still 

It  feels  m  winds  and  clouds  afar. 

"My  soul  is  poised  upon  a  lonely  hilly- 
Alone  I  gaze  upon  a  Vast  Unknown. 

0  God,  like  yonder  tree,  make  strong  my  will 
To  trust  my  hand  within  Thine  own!" 
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And  Lincoln,  seeing  the  quick  tears  of  sympathy 
That  filled  Ann  Butledge's  eyes,  turned  to  her  then 
And  touched  her  hand  with  reverence,  and  spoke  again 
"Throughout  my  years  out  there  the  memory  of  you 
Was  like  the  strength  that  bore  aloft  that  lonely  tree, 
How  oiften  did  I  whisper  in  my  heart  of  hearts : 

"Since  I  love  you  my  life  has  grown  to  be 

A  highway  leading  upward  to  the  shy; 
A  light  that  shimmers  like  the  sunlit  sea 

Illumines  all  its  turnings  far  and  nigh. 

"Since  I  love  you  the  cross  Vve  borne  so  long 
Has  fallen  from  me  as  Vve  thought  of  you, 

And  weary  years  of  yore,  like  half -for gotten  song, 
Are  vaguely  sweet  with  memories  of  rue. 

"Since  I  love  you  my  soul  no  longer  creeps 
Along  this  highway  that  the  world  calls  Life; 

I  leap  to  meet  its  path  with  all  its  steeps 
And  find  each  vista  with  new  glories  rife. 

"Since  I  love  you,  and  through  you  learn  to  soar, 
As  God  lives,  I  shall  ever  love  you  more!" 

Then  all  the  love  Ann  Eutledge  held  for  him 
Illumined  every  feature  of  her  face.   She  gazed 
At  him  with  eyes  so  full  of  tenderness 
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And  understanding  that  his  heart  was  moved 

As  it  had  not  been  stirred  since  those  far  days 

When  he  had  courted  her  in  Illinois. 

With  fervent  voice  again  he  spoke :  '  '  Since  here 

In  Heaven's  realm  there  is  no  marriage  nor 

The  giving  of  the  souls  in  marriage,  but 

Simply  such  love  as  transcends  earthly  lust, 

It  is  not  treason  to  the  one  I  wed 

Long  years  ago  to  tell  you,  Ann,  that  oft 

I  dreamed  of  what  our  lives  might  well  have  been, 

Had  you  been  spared  to  me.  Oh,  often  have 

I  found  myself  in  hours  of  weariness 

Permitting  visions  of  the  home  you  could 

Have  made  for  me !  And  in  such  hours  have  I  — 

How  often !  —  murmured  to  myself  this  thought : 

"As  from  the  field  of  war  the  soldier  turns, 

All  weary  of  its  tumult,  dm,  and  strife, 
Toward  his  beloved  home  where  hearth-fire  burns, 

And  minds  him  of  the  joys  of  that  calm  life, 
So,  loved  one,  from  the  marts  of  labor  mad 

I  turn  my  eager  steps  each  eventide 
To  where  your  soothing  presence  can  make  glad 

A  heart  that  sickens  of  the  world 's  wild  stride. 
Here  by  the  hearth-fire  of  your  quiet  love 

The  wounds  of  battle  are  forgotten.  Dim 
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And  far  the  turmoil's  roar.  Oh,  God  above  — 

From  whom  comes  woman's  love  for  man  —  to  him 
Thou  hast,  through  her,  brought  surcease  from  a  world 
Whose  souls  forever  are  —  ah,  whither  whirled f" 

Ann  Butledge  smiled  to  see  the  picture,  too, 
But  gravely  shook  her  head  and  answered  him : 

lilt  might  have  been  —  but  God  knew  best.  Through  loss 

Of  me  our  nation  gained  a  Lincoln!  That 

Was  why  I  laid  me  down  in  death  —  that  our 

America  might  live.    With  me  your  days, 

Abe  Lincoln,  would  have  been  too  pleasant;  you 

Would  not  have  sought  the  steep  and  stony  path 

Of  fame  and  service  to  all  men.    With  me 

You  would  have  been  —  ah,  just  a  happy  man, 

And  millions  would  have  lived  and  died  as  slaves, 

And  millions  would  have  known  not  happiness, 

And  millions  of  all  races  and  all  creeds 

Would  not  have  felt  the  inspiration  high 

Your  life  and  martyrdom  have  granted  them. 

Out  of  my  lowly  grave  beneath  the  trees, 

Out  of  the  dust  my  body  soon  became, 

There  grew  a  new  America,  and  men 

Of  every  land  have  lived  because  I  died!" 
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IX 


Within  the  wide  domain 

Of  Spirit-Land 
There  is  a  spacious  hall 

Made  by  God's  hand. 

And  in  that  room  so  vast 
The  patterns  stand 

Of  all  inventions  man 
Has  ever  planned. 

And  there  too  may  be  seen, 

In  all  detail, 
What  man  shall  yet  devise 

Till  Time  shall  fail. 

What  future  miracles 

There  do  await 
The  coming  of  their  need  — 

The  fitting  date! 

For  man  is  not  prepared 

To  have  all  now 
That  God  reserves  for  him. 

Time  must  endow 
His  spirit  with  insight, 

Bpstraint,  and  love 
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Before  these  things  descend 
From  God  above. 

If  we  of  earth  could  see 

What  is  in  store, 
The  marvels  yet  to  be, 

We  would  no  more 

Resist  the  efforts  made 

For  nobler  days, 
But  one  and  all  would  cry, 

1 i  Make  clear  the  ways ! ' ' 

How  much  must  God  hold  back 

Of  His  rich  dower 
Because  we  mortals  lack 

Receiving  power! 

Now,  to  this  room  went  Lincoln  often,  for  he  loved 

To  see  the  wonders  men  would  sometime  know  on  earth. 

And  here  one  day  a  soul  who  found  his  heavenly  bliss 

Inventing  things  for  future  ages,  showed  him  one 

Whereby  at  distances  so  vast  the  human  mind 

Could  scarcely  comprehend,  the  sounds  and  deeds  of  those 

Who  dwelt  in  other  worlds  could  be  with  ease  revealed. 

And  smilingly  the  scientist  remarked,  "Perhaps 

You  would  be  pleased  to  see  the  cabin  built  of  logs, 
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At  Hodgenville,  where  you  were  born. ' '  And  lo !  there  shone 

A  marble  temple  and  within  its  walls  a  hut. 

From  every  land  were  gathered  hosts  to  dedicate 

This  lowly  home  of  Lincoln !   One  arose  who  spoke 

In  noble  words  of  praise,  and  left  this  thought  with  them : 

"We  raise  this  marble  temple  here 

To  shelter  logs  that  saw  his  birth, 
And  build  with  lasting  stone,  for  fear 

This  hut  sink  back  to  common  earth. 
In  words  that  tremble  with  our  love 

We  speak  what  praise  our  heafts  have  power, 
And  pray  that  He  who  rules  above 

May  bless  the  motive  of  this  hour. 

"But  yet  we  know  that  God  on  High 

Has  reared  a  temple  nobler  far 
Than  this  we  offer  to  the  sky 

In  puny  rock  and  beam  and  spar. 
Our  structure  is  but  crumbling  stone; 

But  God's  is  built  of  Deathless  Fame; 
And  long  when  Time  has  ruined  our  own, 

Fame's  Temple  will  enshrine  this  name." 

And  Lincoln's  eyes  were  filled  with  tears,  and  from  the  room 
He  crept  as  though  his  soul  were  awed  by  all  the  love 
That  men  bestowed  upon  him  for  his  work  and  death. 
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And  then  there  came  a  day  when  urgent  messengers 

From  that  same  scientist  within  the  hall  so  vast 

Sought  Lincoln  through  the  streets  and  lanes  of  Paradise. 

For  there  at  Washington,  where  he  had  toiled  and  died, 

Another  temple  to  his  honor  stood,  and  men  from  all 

The  nations  on  the  globe  were  gathered  there  to  see 

Its  grandeur  dedicated  to  his1  memory. 

And  Lincoln  came ;  and  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye 

He  seemed  transported  to  the  earth  and  stood  among 

The  multitude  and  saw  the  statue  of  himself 

And  heard  such  words  of  reverence  as  never  he 

Had  dreamed  that  men  would  speak  of  him.  And  suddenly 

He  fled  from  out  the  Pattern  Eoom  with  broken  sobs 

And  disappeared  among  the  far-off  ways  that  lead 

Toward  where  the  glowing  light  of  God  is  brightest  seen. 

Long  afterwards  he  spoke  to  Herndon  of  it  all : 

"Yes,  I  was  present  when  they  put  it  there  — 

That  mighty  image  of  me  in  the  flesh, 

Seated  within  the  pillared  portico 

And  gazing  out  upon  the  city  where 

I  toiled.  Perhaps  in  mortal  life  I  looked 

In  such  a  way  —  rapt,  pensive,  gaunt  with  care, 

Yet  tender  ivith  the  love  of  man.  It  may 

Have  been.   I  know  not,  but  this  fact  I  know: 

When  I  saw  them  that  hour  bow  low  their  heads, 
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And  saw  the  tears  that  dimmed  their  eyes,  and  heard 
Their  breath  quick  drawn  as  though  a  gasp  of  pain 
Rose  from  their  hearts,  I  fled  me  back  to  where 
The  splendor  of  God's  Presence  glows,  and  fell 
Prostrate  and  cried,   (0  Power  that  granted  them 
The  gift  of  love  and  reverence,  make  me, 
Abe  Lincoln,  commonest  of  men,  and  prone 
To  be  too  much  of  earth,  worthy  of  this! 
Lift  me  to  what  my  people  think  I  was  — 
My  soul  a  far-seen  light  for  groping  man!'  " 

Another  time  within  that  awesome  Pattern  Boom 
He  found  the  model  of  the  radio  and  turned 
Its  dial  to  station  after  station,  heard  the  strange 
Confusions  that  arose  from  his  own  native  land, 
And  then  with  that  odd  smile  of  his  spoke  to  himself : 

"Slowly  the  little  dial  I  turn, 
And  all  the  nation  sweeps  across  the  air  — 
The  fitful  strains  from   cities  here  and  there  — 
A  bit  of  dance,  a  schoolma'am  stern 
Explaining  hoiv  the  children  learn, 
An  airy  waif  of  some  lone  violin, 
A  parson  warning  Iowa  from  siny 
New  York  a-quiver  with  symphonic  din, 
Detroit  with  brassy  dinner  fare 
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Of  saxophone  and  cornet  blare, 
A  speaker's  'message'  to  a  luncheon  club, 
With  'pep'  and  tears  and  soft  flub-dub, 

Atlanta,  Dallas,  West  de  Pere, 

Chicago,  Muscatine,  Eau  Claire;  — 
America,  her  soul  revealed,  'stands  by' 

As  here  a  tiny  dial  I  ply! 

"Oh,  nation,  country  of  my  birth, 
What  sounds  arise  from  thy  broad  earth, 
What  sorrows,  triumphs,  empty  mirth 
Sweep  out  through  space! 
Oh,  revelation  of  a  race! 
What  soul  is  this  —  this  bedlam  wild 
Of  jazz  and  dance  and  crooning  song, 
Of  stock  reports  and  cheering  throng, 
This  aimless  prattle  of  a  child? 
To  Him  who  turns  the  Dial  Above 
And  listens  in  with  heart  of  love, 
What  is  His  thought 
Of  tones  thus  brought, 
The  waves  broadcast,  so  filled  with  joy  and  woe, 
From  out  the  Universal  Radio? 

"Oh ,  God  of  Nations,  to  whose  throne 
Float  up  in  ever-changmg  tone 
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The  cries,  the  laughter,  of  Thy  folk, 
The  wail,  the  sob,  the  minstrel's  joke, 
Confused,  all  fitful,  like  a  smoke 
Of  sound,  may  Thy  keeny  loving  ear  discern 
The  pathos  of  it  all  —  the  hearts  that  burn, 
The  songs  that  smother  tears,  the  soul 
That  laughs  while  draining  Death's  dark  bowl! 
We  are  but  children  shouting  in  the  Microphone ; 
Why  and  what  for  —  Thou  knowest  —  Thou  alone!" 

Then  suddenly  beside  him  stood  a  sonl 

Who  this  same  night  had  passed  from  life  on  earth 

To  life  above  with  speed  so  great  that  he 

One  moment  hearing  music  through  a  radio 

Of  man's  devising  heard  the  harmony 

Continued  through  the  perfect  model  here 

That  Lincoln  stood  before.  And  now  the  soul 

Transported  listened;   then,  the  melody 

No  longer  played,  he  spoke  to  Lincoln  thus : 

"Down  there  they  daily  bring  God's  Paradise 

A  little  nearer  to  the  earth.   In  spite 

Of  greed  and  love  of  self  and  tyranny 

Of  some,  a  few  in  secret  search  and  find 

The  things  that  bring  the  sweetness  and  the  light 

Transforming  our  drab  world  into  a  home 

Of  peace  and  joy.  Do  you  not  comprehend? 
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"Tonight  cm  organist  a  thousand  miles  away 

Played  for  me  through  the  radio,  and  all  my  soul 
Was  moved,  was  melted  'neath  the  unseen  player's  sway. 

Him  shall  I  never  see,  and  he  who  sent  that  roll 
And  peal  of  Heaven' 's  harmony  across  the  vast 

And  star-lit  space  will  never  know  that  in  a  heart, 
Far-distant,  God  communed  this  night,  and  brought  at  last 

A  blessed,  healing  peace — through  man's  inventive  art. 

"Oh,  not  through  priest  and  prophet  only  in  our  time 
Is  God  revealmg  to  a  fretted  world  Himself  I 

Daily  on  steps  of  patient  Science-craft  ive  climb 
Out  of  the  grime  of  life  amd  sordid  strife  for  pelf; 

Daily  through  conquests  of  the  groping  human  mmd 

We  reach  toward  realms  unknown  —  the  Master  Soul 
to  find!" 

And  Lincoln  nodded  his  assent,  and  said 
"I  often  wondered  when  I  dwelt  out  there 
How  some  created  with  such  ease  the  song, 
The  painting,  statue,  or  invented  what 
Seemed  so  absurdly  simple  —  after  it 
Was  made.  But  now  in  this  vast  Pattern  Room 
I  understand  it  all.   When  men  are  tuned 
To  catch  the  thoughts  of  God,  then  are  the  thoughts 
Released  to  serve  on  earth.   Ah,  that  is  it; 
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This  thing  called  genius  is  the  soul  in  key 
With  God's  own  harmonies;  it  does  receive 
In  passiveness  the  Word,  and  then  the  Word 
Does  live  in  miracles  invented,  arts 
And  epics,  temples,  all  that  move  mankind 
One  step  beyond  the  brute  and  nearer  God. 

"Long,  long  ago  I  read  of  what  occurred 

In  Arthur's  Court  —  how  that  mere  lad  did  draw 

The  magic  sword  from  solid  rock  when  all 

The  brawny  giants  had  failed.  Aye,  hear  me,  friend: 

"And  all  the  knights  of  Arthur's  Court  did  pit  their  strength 
Against  the  sword  imbedded  in  unyielding  stone, 

But  none,  with  all  their  toil,  could  draw  its  shining  length 
Till  Arthur  lightly  touched  the  hilt  —  one  hand  alone  — 
And  held  aloft  the  blade  to  flash  ivhere  sunlight  shone! 

"And  so  with  genius.  Earnest  souls  may  toil  and  sweat 
And  strive  in  vain  —  with  fasting,  prayer,  and 
heart-felt  groan; 
But  genius  reaches  out  where  mysteries  are  met 

And  lightly  grasping  whatsoe'er  it  deems  its  own, 
Brings  forth  the  thing  that  gleams  with  light  from  God's 
own  throne." 
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X 

And  now  in  Lincoln  power  divine  increased 

So  that  without  the  instruments  devised 

In  Paradise  he  could  behold  with  ease 

The  thoughts  and  deeds  of  those  who  dwell  afar 

On  planets  in  infinity.   For  so 

It  is  that  they  who  live  so  near  to  God 

At  length  acquire  His  faculty  to  see 

And  feel  and  know  what  all  the  universe 

Of  beings  hope  and  do  and  struggle  toward. 

Infinite  pain  and  pleasure  come  to  him 

Who  gains  this  power  to  know  as  God  doth  know, 

And  Lincoln's  soul  was  thrilled  with  woe  and  joy. 

But  to  his  homeland  he  most  often  turned 
The  penetrating  spirit  that  he  now 
Possessed;    for  there  he  understood  most  clear 
The  aim  and  purpose  of  it  all.   And  so 
It  chanced  that  once  he  gazed  into  the  West 
Which  in  his  day  was  but  a  barren  waste, 
And  there  he  saw  the  ranches  reaching  out 
To  grasp  the  wilderness,  and  tiny  towns, 
And  iron  rails  whose  glinting  miles  bound  all 
As  neighbors  to  the  world  beyond.  With  eyes 
That  lit  with  pride  and  wonder  Lincoln  turned 
To  Hay,  described  the  scene,  and  solemn  said: 
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"Across  the  far-stretched  plain  the  deep-toned  gong 
Sends  forth  its  muffled  boom,  and  mobs  descend 
From  sleepers  —  hungry  folk  —  to  snatch  up  food 
And  rest  their  eyes  on  endless  space.  Far  off 
Ten  thousand  cattle  raise  their  heads  to  hear 
The  thunder  of  that  gong.   Yon  rancher  gray 
Peers  from  the  door  of  sheet-iron  shack,  cmd  yawns 
And  >sawmters  forth  to  gaze  on  ' stranger  folks/ 
Who  gaze  in  turn,  and  snicker,  thimking  it 
So  strange  that  men  should  choose  to  live  amid 
Such  loneliness  with  only  earth  and  sky 
For  company. 

"But,  oh,  to  me,  a  man 
Who  loves  his  dreams  of  distant  future  days, 
What  visions  here  of  homes  and  cultured  fields 
And  cities  with  their  clustered  spires  and  domes! 

0  pioneer!   0  pioneer!   ivho  sees 

Beyond  the  present  state  —  forerunner  brave, 
Preparing  trails  for  Days  to  Come  —  to  you 

1  turn  with  gratitude.  Somewhat  of  God 
I  see  behind  your  grizzled  face  —  the  soul 
That  longs  for  conquest,  eyes  that  hopeful  see 
The  Future  Man,  the  while  the  deep-toned  gong 
Booms  out  across  the  lonesome  plains  and  sky 
Its  voice  of  prophecy  of  Times  Unborn!" 
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And  yet  again  by  this  strange  power  he  heard 
One  in  his  native  land  give  thanks  to  God 
For  what  his  country's  ideals  were  —  its 
Wish  for  frankness,  brotherhood,  and  peace 
Throughout  a  troubled  world.    To  Herndon,  who 
Was  with  him,  Lincoln  did  repeat  the  words, 
But  with  a  look  of  doubt  and  saddened  mien : 

"That  still  amidst  a  chaos  drear 
\Of  hate,  suspicion,  strife,  and  fear 
We  hold  to  something  of  the  creed 
That  made  our  Fathers  in  their  need 
Choose  Truth  and  Justice  as  their  wuy, 
For  this  our  thanks  this  day, 

"That  still,  though  gropingly  at  best, 
We  seek  the  paths  of  Peace,  and  rest 
Our  hopes  on  basic  honesty 
And  not  on  insincerity 
Clothed  in  rhetorical  array, 
For  this  our  thanks  this  day. 

"That  still  with  smiling  grace  we  take 
The  doubt,  the  cynic  sneer  that  wake 
In  other  nations,  who  so  long 
Have  fought  against  or  for  the  wrong; 
That  still  for  Mutual  Faith  we  pray, 
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For  this  our  thanks  this  day." 

And  Lincoln  only  shook  his  head  and  said, 
* '  May  it  be  true !  0  God,  may  it  be  true ! ' ' 

But  now  the  spirits  of  a  multitude 
Began  to  enter  Heaven's  realm.   They  came 
In  hosts  —  in  hosts  so  vast  that  all  the  streets 
And  lanes  and  fields  of  Paradise  were  thronged 
And  with  confusion  echoed  all  about! 
And  startled  souls  in  myriad  &  cried  out 
Their  woe.  And  many  sought  with  angry  looks 
Destruction  of  the  hordes  of  spirits  that- 
Yet  came  in  never-ending  march  to  God's 
Fair  realm.   And  that  far-reaching  radiance 
Which  had  for  aeons  flooded  Paradise 
Did  quiver  and  grow  dim.   For  hate  and  lust 
For  blood  had  entered  even  Heaven's  gates, 
And  tumult,  shouts  of  souls  yet  crazed  by  war, 
The  ruthless  war  of  many  nations,  roared 
Resounding  midst  the  walls  and  towers  of  God's 
Own  Zion ! 

Lincoln,  lover  of  mankind, 
Turned  searching  eyes  upon  his  stricken  world, 
And  lo !  all  Europe  bled  and  died.  And  woe 
Unutterable  was  on  the  land.   And  still 
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The  armies  clashed,  and  sent  their  dismal  hosts 
Of  souls  bewildered  up  to  Spirit-Land, 
And  Jesus  left  the  light  of  God's  own  throne 
And  walked  among  the  milling  dead,  and  wept. 

Then  Lincoln's  tender  heart  did  bleed  to  see 

The  crucifixion  of  mankind  on  battle  fields 

And  children  starve  and  women  weeping  sore 

That  they  had  ever  borne  their  famished  young. 

And  all  the  elder  hosts  of  Heaven's  folk 

Sent  down  the  thought  of  peace  —  through  day  and  night, 

Through  countless'  days  and  nights,  through  years,  until 

The  nations,  devastated,  sick  of  strife, 

Eeceived  the  thought,  and  came  to  sullen  peace. 

In  Paradise  what  strange,  strange  thoughts  and  talks 

Did  Lincoln  hear  as  through  the  multitudes 

Of  spirits  lately  come  he  passed !   Quoth  one : 

"Down  there  when  one  is  killed  in  trench  or  field, 

His  comrades  say  of  him,  'He  has  gone  West.' 

And  so  of  me,  an  Englishman,  they  used 

The  phrase,  and  smiling  thought  of  me  at  home. 

"Gone  West  —  out  where  the  sun's  red  glow 

Leads  on  to  the  islands  of  rest; 
Where  the  thin,  gray  columns  of  smoke  climb  slow 
From  chimney  cottage,  amd  the  haze  creeps  low 
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That  roams  from  the  ocean  out  of  the  West 
To  wrap  in  dreams  the  souls  of  the  blest. 

"Gone  West?  Aye,  but  not  to  a  land,  I  know 

Where  streets  in  gold  are  dressed 
Or  trooping  angels  chant.   Not  so; 
But  back  to  England,  where  from  each  hedge-row 

The  song  of  the  bird  in  its  unseen  nest 

Welcomes  to  homeland  the  weary  guest. 

"Gone  West  —  yes,  where  one  may  calmly  go 
On,  on  through  vale,  o'er  crest, 

Or  watch  the  river's  quiet  flow, 

Or  wander  the  roadside,  where  the  lilacs  grow, 
And  feel  God's  peace  within  one's  breast — 
When  Death  has  come,  and  the  soul's  gone  West." 

And  then  another  —  one  from  Lincoln's  land  — 
Eecalled  what  had  occurred  to  him  in  France: 

"Far  in  the  night  I  thought  I  heard  it  rain, 

I  heard  the  patter  in  the  street  below, 

And  in  the  darkness  rose  to  close  the  pane. 

And  lo!   beneath  me  in  unending  row 

Our  soldiers  trod  with  steady  step  the  lane 

That  led  to  trench.  I  thought  it  rained;  but  no, 

God  marched  at  night  to  vengeance  for  His  slain!" 
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And  then  another  from  America 

Saw  in  the  sunset  sky  the  stars  and  stripes 

Of  his  own  country's  flag,  and  glowed  with  pride, 

And  shouted,  "Seel  Our  flag!  Out  there!  Our  flag! 

"I've  seen  it  on  the  fields  of  France 

Against  the  shell-torn  sky; 
I've  seen  it  where  the  shadows  glance 

O'er  graves  where  heroes  lie; 
And  on  the  seas,  above  our  ships, 
Where  cannonade  the  heaven  whips, 
I've  seen  it  streaming  in  the  gale, 
Undaunted  by  the  fiery  hail. 

"I've  never  seen  that  flag  on  high 

In  lands  beyond  the  sea 
But  what  my  soul  did  joyful  cry, 

As  though  some  friend  to  me 
Had  unexpected  come,  to  call 
My  name  with  joy  and  love  and  glee 
In  streets  beneath  some  alien  ivall 
Where  only  strange,  strange  folk  may  be. 

"0  Power  that  guides  the  ways  of  man, 

While  races  come  and  go, 
Across  the  years  I  cannot  scan, 

But  this  I  feel  —  I  know: 
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That  Thou  hast  made  this  flag  of  mine 
Of  kindly  brotherhood  the  sign 
That  nations  yet  shall  some  day  find 
A  love  that  all  the  world  shall  bind!" 

Then  spoke  the  soul  of  one  whose  very  name 

Was  blotted  out  upon  the  battlefield  — 

Spoke  warningly,  as  forth  he  stretched  his  arms 

Toward  that  far  world  which  reeked  with  human  gore: 

"No  longer  heed  we  war  and  strife, 
No  longer  pace  your  petty  life! 
We  are  the  dead,  0  ye  who  live, 
We  are  the  dead  who  life  did  give 
That  peace  might  reign! 

"Bring  us  your  wreath  and  wordy  praise; 
We  note  them,  yes  —  but  we  whose  days 
Are  gone  cry  from  the  graves  we  fill 
'  Where  is  the  peace,  the  love,  good  will 
We  died  to  gam?9 

"Shall  we  forever  cry  from  sod, 
'What  have  we  perished  for,  0  God? 
Died  we  that  men  might  scheme  and  plot 
And  riches  heap  while  virtues  rot  — 
Died  we  in  vain?9 
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"If  ye  who  live  heed  not  our  cry 
And  rise  not  from  your  muck  and  sty, 
Our  souls  shall  march,  a  phalanx  stem, 
God's  searing  truth  on  you  to  burn! 
Thus  speak  the  slam/' 

And  Lincoln  passed  among  them  all,  and  soothed 
The  wretched,  calmed  the  frantic,  poured  the  balm 
Of  loving  sympathy  upon  the  throng 
Who  from  a  world  of  strife  so  suddenly 
Had  passed  through  death  that  all  emotion,  thought, 
And  understanding  now  were  numb.   And  Hay, 
Who  ever  at  his  side  with  noble  pride 
Saw  how  he  carried  peace  where'er  he  went 
Through  patient  strength,  at  length  cried  out : 

"1  never  look  upon  that  face 

But  what  I  see  shine  forth  once  more 
The  God  in  Mam,  Its  homely  grace, 

Its  gentleness  in  strength,  its  store 
Of  common  sense,  and  kindly  thought; 

No  cynic  sneer  could  mar  that  gaze 
Compassionate.  Those  eyes  that  sought 

To  find  amidst  the  turmoiVs  maze 
The  Will  of  God  —  they  could  not  seek 

For  petty  faults  in  mortal  soul. 
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The  largeness  of  the  Lord,  the  meek 

Benevolence  of  Christ,  'the  dole 
Of  sorrow  for  a  mis-led  world, 

All  these  were  his.   Around  that  brow 
The  blasts  of  hell  and  heaven  swirled; 

Their  terrors  only  did  endow 

That  head  with  greater  dignity. 

The  more  that  face  I  contemplate 
The  more  I  am  convinced  that  he 

Is  one  whom  God  gave  strength  to  wait.f) 

But  Lincoln,  as  he  sadly  watched  the  throng  of  souls, 
Bewildered,  shook  his  head,  and  muttered  to  himself: 

"A  world  in  turmoil;   vast  and  angry  hordes 

A-march  through  shambles;  ships  with  frowning  guns 

That  roam  the  moaning  seas;  and  hissing  swords 
Where  Death's  dark  messenger  so  swiftly  runs. 

Oh,  what  His  agony  must  be! 

Ah,  He  who  hangs  upon  the  Tree! 

C( And  statesmen,  meet  in  conference  to  weigh 
The  tonnage  Murder  may  with  safety  use 

To  crush  what  all  the  toil  of  ages  gray 
Has  built,  a  gentler  nature  to  infuse. 

Oh,  what  is  this  that  He  must  see  — 

Ah,  He  who  hangs  upon  the  Tree? 
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"O  God  of  all,  of  those  wlno  slay  or  fall, 
Of  those  who  place  their  faith  in  force  alone, 

Of  those  who  for  sweet  reason  daily  call, 
Let  not  His  grieving  heart,  all  broken,  moan, 

'Was  it  for  this  Thou  didst  send  me?' 

Ah,  He  who  hangs  upon  the  Tree!" 


Abraham  Lincoln  in  Heaven  87 

XI 

Once  more  did  Lincoln  stand;  before  the  wailing-wall, 

And  saw  such  multitudes  as  never  in  the  span 

Of  all  eternity  had  cried  their  woe  to  it. 

For  war  had  sent  so  many  souls  with  their  desires, 

Ambitions,  hopes  unfinished,  that  through  day  and  night 

The  spirits  voiced  their  anguish  and,  relieved 

By  their  confession,  rose  and  gave  their  place  to  hosts 

Of  others  who  in  agony  looked  back  on  what 

They  might  have  done  or  been.  And  Lincoln  heard  one  moan : 

"When  I  consider  how  I've  done 

So  little  ere  life's  sun  went  down, 
I  marvel  where  the  hours  have  run 

And  wonder  for  my  lost  renpwn. 

"When  I  remember  those  high  hopes 

That  fed  the  flaming  dreams  of  youth, 
I  sadden  as  I  blindly  grope 

Among  the  ashes  of  my  ruth. 

"And  yet,  mayhap,  in  some  far  hour, 

Beyond  the  travail  of  this  world, 
Regrets  that  stun,  defeats  that  sour 

May  with  a  magic  light  be  pearled. 

Ah,  let  us  trust  it  may  be  so, 
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That  every  quest  of  seeking  soul 
May  still  its  longed-for  haven  know, 
And  every  baffled  hope  its  goal!" 

And  still  another  thought  of  her  —  some  woman  who 
Had  changed  the  current  of  his  life.   Of  her  he  spoke: 

"There  was  a  woman  once 

Who  went  her  way 

And  left  me  all  forlorn. 

And  the  starved  years  have  passed  since  then 

With  haggard  look, 

And  darkness  broods  within  a  soul 

That  might  have  shone  with  light  of  love 

And  poured  its  radiance  on  a  world  * 

Of  kindred  souls. 

Time  has  turned  to  mere  days; 

Thoughts  return  ever  upon  themselves; 

Ever  the  self-same  circle. 

And  I  walk  alone  among  men 

And  ponder  long,  and  hunger  — 

Ever  the  self-same  circle. 

There  was  a  woman  once 

Who  went  her  way 

And  left  me  all  forlorn." 

And  there  were  two  —  a  man  and  woman  there  who  wept, 
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[Recalled  the  years  of  happiness  that  might  have  been, 
Had  not  circumstance  and  time  destroyed  their  love; 
And  he  with  sorrow  called  to  mind  the  loss,  and  sobbed : 

"Do  you  remember  long  ago 

—  Lovers  we  — 
How  we  stood  beneath  the  glow 
Of  the  moon  and  watched  the  flow 

Of  the  sea? 
How  the  waters,  ebbing  low, 
Left  but  wastes  of  sand  to  show 
For  their  glee? 

"Do  you  remember  how  you  sighed, 

Long  ago, 
That  the  laughing,  foaming  tide, 
Homeivard  turning  far  and  wide. 

Could  bestow 
Only  sand  and  wrecks  that  hide 
Half -submerged  where  shadows  glide 

Far  below? 

"Oh,  sad  years  that  come  and  go 

Since  that  tide! 
For  the  hearts  that  once  did  glow, 
Like  that  water's  ebb  and  flow, 

Notv  subside. 
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Though  we  smile,  yet  pain  and  woe, 
Like  those  wastes  of  sand,  but  show 
We  have  died.9' 

Another  once  had  sailed  the  seas,  and  still  the  call 

Of  oceans  wide  was  in  his  soul,  and  his  lament 

Was  what  in  his  old  age  he  oft  had  uttered  —  that 

He  roamed  the  waves  no  more,  and  thus  his  longing  cried 

"If  I  could  go  down  to  the  sea,  lad, 

Where  the  far  ships  gleam  in  the  sun, 
If  I  could  gaze  on  that  lea,  lad, 

I'd  feel  all  sorrow  gone. 

"But  here  in  your  vales  and  hills,  lad, 
With  their  prim  farm-steads  and  walls, 

My  soul  feels  bondage  that  hills,  lad  — 
And  the  flashing  ocean  calls. 

"Oh,  doubtless  your  trees  are  green,  lad, 

And  the  hill  with  its  valley  smiles; 
But  never  the  sight  I've  seen,  lad, 

Like  the  sea's  long,  foaming  miles. 

"And  my  heart  cries  out  for  the  waves,  lad, 

The  waves  so  friendly  that  boom 
A  welcome  this  heart  ever  craves,  lad  — 

Would  cleanse  my  spirit  of  gloom. 
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"If  I  could  go  down  to  the  sea,  lad, 

And  lay  me  down  on  the  shore, 
No  happier  man  than  m,e,  lad, 

You'd  find  the  wide  world  o'er/' 

"Ah,  yes,"  replied  a  spirit  kneeling  there.   "But,  friend, 

I  understand  it  now.   Our  longings,  wild  desires, 

And  dreams  —  are  they  in  vain?  Oh,  say  not  so.  Behold 

"The  great  ships  go  out  to  sea 

Beyond  the  lighthouse  tall; 
I  know  not  when  again  they'll  be 

Within  our  harbor  wall. 

"And  my  high  dreams  go  out  to  sea 

At  harbors  far  to  call; 
I  know  not  if  again  to  me 

They'll  ever  come  at  all. 

"But  the  great  ships,  when  o'er  the  sea, 

Their  anchor  chains  let  fall 
In  some  old  port  of  mystery 

Beneath  some  city  wall. 

"And  my  high  dreams,  when  o'er  the  sea, 

At  God's  own  Harbor  call, 
And  ivait  at  anchor  there  for  me 

Beneath  His  City  wall." 
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And  Lincoln,  musing  over  what  he  saw  and  heard, 

communed 
Alone,  and  muttered  to  himself,  as  was  his  wont 
On  earth,  "All  men  have  dreams,  and  if  we  understood 
The  dreams  of  men,  how  love  would  flourish  on  the  earth I" 
And  as  he  turned  away,  he  murmured  once  again: 

"He  who  brings  his  dreams  to  me 

Brings  me  wealth  untold; 
For  dreams  are  hopes  of  what  may  be 
When  men  shall  sail  across  the  Sea 

Of  Faith  and  there  behold 

The  Isles  of  Joy  unfold. 

"He  who  brings  his  dreams  to  me 

Makes  my  soul  to  grow. 
He  gives  my  vision  wings  to  flee 
The  straitened  prison  wall  that  we 

In  daily  fear  bestow 

On  thoughts  that  glow. 

"I  beg,  then,  bring  your  dreams  to  me. 

Pour  them  on  my  heart. 
Thus  may  you  set  my  spirit  free 
To  roam  mayhaps  where  I  shall  see 

The  farf  green  hills  once  more 

That  gleamed  for  me  of  yore." 
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XII 

As  Lincoln  went  his  way  a  spirit  spoke  to  Hay, 
"Was  that  not  Lincoln?"  "He  indeed!"  rang  out 
With  pride  the  voice  of  Hay;   "the  very  same!" 
Then  said  the  other,  "I  am  young,  you  see, 
And  lived  not  when  he  dwelt  on  earth.  But,  ah, 
How  often  at  his  sculptured  image  I 
Have  gazed  —  the  one  that  in  my  city  stands ! 

(t  Saint-Gaudens'  statue  —  do  you  know 

What  went  most  quickly  to  my  heart 
And  made  my  soul  to  warm  and  glow 

When  first  that  lofty  piece  of  art 
I  saw  there  in  Chicago 's  park? 

Well,  not  the  rugged  face,  though  that 
Might  cause  a  man  to  stand  all  stark 

And  want  to  kneel  and  doff  his  hat. 
And  not  the  dignity  that  brow 

Of  bronze  gave  to  the  features  plain, 
As  though  it  rightly  asked  me  how 

I  served  the  nation  that  his  pain 
And  death  had  saved.  No,  not  these, 

But  —  smile  not  —  simply  this,  that  vest 
The  sculptor  carved  for  Lincoln.  Please 

Believe  me  when  I  say  it  thrilled 
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My  spirit  as  no  other  thing 

In  all  the  world  of  art.  It  stilled 
All  vanity,  all  thoughts  that  cling 

To  show  and  pomp  —  what  men  deem  good. 
That  vest!  —  all  furrowed,  crumpled.    Oh, 

No  devotee  of  fashion  could 
Have  worn  those  creases  to  and  fro 

Across  his  garb!  No  egotist 
Inquiring :  What  thmk  they  of  me? 

Do  I  look  prim  and  neat,  or  missed 
Some  touch  that  adds  to  nicety? 

Not  so  this  man  —  that  wrinkled  vest 
Bespeaks  the  toiler  —  one  who  bore 

A  nation's  burdens;  never  rest 
For  one  who  wore  that  garment!  Sore 

The  struggle,  dire  the  conflict,  grave 
The  crisis.   What  to  him  the  looks 

Of  things?   0  Lincoln,  you  who  gave 
Your  all  —  your  strength,  your  life  —  what  books 

Of  eulogy  and  lofty  praise 
Have  better  told  the  toil,  the  care, 

The  sorrow  of  your  fretted  days 
Than  this,  the  wrinkled  vest  you  wear?" 

11  Ah,  yes,"  replied  John  Hay;  " Saint-Gaudens  caught 
The  simple  honesty  of  one  who  could 
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Not  stoop  to  trickery.   Why,  friend  he  would 
Not  make  one  move  that  conscience  spoke  against ! 
And  yet  he  did  not  preach,  bnt  gained  his  point 
With  some  quaint  tale  that  caused  a  smile  and  sent 
His  tempter  forth  a  wiser,  better  man. 
How  well  I  call  to  mind  an  incident : 

"Tine  politician  told  his  plan 

Of  dropping  on  a  rival's  name 
A  gob  of  slander,  such  as  can 

Smear  all  the  soul  with  such  ill  fame 
That  men  but  sneer  or  laugh  outright 

At  mere  suggestion  such  a  one 
Should  ever  face  again  the  fight 

For  public  office.   Speaking  done, 
The  slow,  shrewd  smile  of  Lincoln  stole 

Across  the  haggard  face;  a  glow 
In  weary  eyes  revealed  the  soul 

Of  one  who  struck  no  sneakmg  blow. 

"Then,  leaning  forward,  hands  on  knees, 
'A  little  story,  if  you  please. 

"  'When  I  was  young  and  up  to  tricks, 

I  knew  a  lad — and  tricky  too — 
Named  Austin.   Out  there  in  the  sticks 

No  other  boy  existed  who 
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Could  put  it  over  him.   Why,  man, 

He  could  outwit  the  devil!   Well, 
One  day  I  thought  I  had  him.   Climbed 

A  tree  and  dropped  a  paw-paw;  fell 
Like  mush  into  his  cap  and  slimed 

It  as  it  lay  there  on  the  ground! 
I  whooped  with  glee  as  I  looked  down 

And  saw  the  mess.  Then  I  gazed  round 
For  Austin.   There  he  was  —  the  clown  — 

Just  grinning  up  at  me  as  though 
No  harm  had  ever  come  to  him. 

He'd  changed  oops!  How?  I  only  know 
I'd  mucked  my  own  up  to  the  brim! 

Since  then,  my  friend,  I've  never  planned 
To  drop  a  paw-paw  in  the  cap 

Of  any  other  lad.  The  hand 
That  sets  it,  oft  feels  teeth  of  trap.' 

"The  politician*  went  his  way; 
Somehow  his  scheme  had  gone  astray." 

"Oh,  passing  strange,"  the  younger  soul  exclaimed, 
"How  this  man's  spirit  yet  can  sway  the  thoughts 
And  feelings  of  the  world!  "  Aind  then  said  Hay, 
"His  inspiration  is  undying,  like 
The  reign  of  Shakespeare  over  humankind. 
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"The  Avon  flows  to  the  Severn, 

And  the  Severn  flows  to  the  sea, 
And  the  sea  rolls  out  to  the  farthest  strands 

That  on  this  earth  may  be. 

"A  poet  came  out  of  Avon, 

And  spoke  of  you  and  me, 
And  that  voice  rolls  out  to  the  souls  of  men 

Through  all  eternity." 

"Just  so  with  Lincoln !"   quickly  cried  the  one 
Who  stood  with  Hay.   "And  do  you  call  to  mind 
Those  closing  words  of  Omar's  Rubaiyat? 

"  'And  when  Thyself  with  shining  Feet  shall  pass 
Among  the  guests  Star-scattered  on  the  Grass, 

And  in  thy  joyous  Errand  reach  the  Spot 
Where  I  made  one  —  turn  down  an  empty  glass/ 

"Aye,  just  there's  the  point! 
How  many  crying  to  the  world  about, 

'The  times  are  out  of  joint!' 
How  many,  like  some  fearing  lout, 

Drink  only  half  —  a  third  — 
Of  that  strong  dram  of  weal  and  bane 

The  Master-Mixer  stirred 
For  mortal  souls  to  smiling  drain. 
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"Grant  me,  0  Mighty  Maker  of  the  Drink 

A- foam  with  brimming  life, 
To  drain  it  to  the  dregs,  nor  backward  shrink 

Because  with  beady  strife 
It  smacks  and  hisses.    When  here-out  I  pass 
May  it  be  mine  to  show  —  an  empty  glass! 

' '  Turn  down  an  empty  glass.    The  secret's  there, 
The  secret  of  Abe  Lincoln's  lasting  power. 
He  drank  life's  sharp  and  bitter  cup  without 
One  fear  —  and  drank  it  to  the  very  dregs." 

And  Hay  in  joy  did  grasp  the  spirit's  hand, 
And  cried,  "Who  understands  Abe  Lincoln's  strength 
And  whence  that  strength,  has  gained  the  wisdom  that 
Alone  can  save  the  world  in  future  days." 

Then  gazing  proudly  at  the  gaunt,  tall  form 
That  trod  with  bended  head  its  thoughtful  way, 
John  Hay  burst  forth  in  words  of  heart-deep  praise: 

"His  soul  has  penetrated  wheresoever 

The  hearts  of  men  awaken  to  the  thrill 

Of  moral  worth  and  noble  sacrifice. 

In  farthest  India  the  Brdhmans  feel 

That  he  was  one  with  them.  The  blacks  who  throng 

The  Afric  coast  but  hear  his  name  and  lo! 

Their  spirits  lift  above  their  earthy  round. 
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When  on  the  teeming  Chinese  ways  the  word, 

The  magic  word,  is  said,  the  coolie  knows 

Its  meaning,  and,  with  heart  astir,  he  dares 

To  hope.   Where  stretch  Siberia's  blinding  snoivs 

The  clanking  prisoners  lift  weary  heads 

When  'Lincoln'  comes  from  frozen  lips,  and  they 

Who  drag  their  chains  across  those  dreary  wastes 

For  Liberty's  sweet  name  revive  their  vows. 

Not  since  the  man  of  Galilee  did  walk 

And  talk  with  men  has  any  spirit  held 

Such  sway  o'er  human  destiny  or  gained 

Such  love  and  adoration  of  our  groping  race!" 


